CIHM 
Microfiche 
Series 
(i\/lonographs) 


ICI\/IH 

Collection  de 
microfiches 
(monographies) 


Canadian  Institute  for  Historical  Microreproductions  /  Institut  Canadian  de  microreproductions  historiques 


Technical  and  Bibliographic  Notes  /  Notes  techniques  et  bibliographiques 


The  Institute  has  attempted  to  obtain  the  best  original 
copy  available  for  filming.  Features  of  this  copy  which 
may  be  bibliographically  unique,  which  may  alter  any  of 
the  images  in  the  reproduction,  or  which  may 
significantly  change  the  usual  method  of  filming  are 
checked  below. 


Q 


Coloured  covers  / 
Couverture  de  couleur 


I      I   Covers  damaged  / 


Couverture  endommagee 


□   Covers  restored  and/or  laminated  / 
Couverture  restauree  et/ou  pellicui^e 

Cover  title  missing  /  Le  titre  de  couverture  manque 

I I   Coloured  maps  /  Cartes  g^ographiques  en  couleur 

0   Coloured  ink  (i.e.  other  than  blue  or  black)  / 
Encre  de  couleur  (i.e.  autre  c'le  bleue  ou  noire) 

S    Coloured  plates  and/or  illustrations  / 
Planches  et/ou  illustrations  en  couleur 

Bound  with  other  material  / 
Reli6  avec  d'autres  documents 

Only  edition  availaole  / 
Seule  edition  disponibie 

Tight  binding  may  cause  shadows  or  distortion  along 
interior  margin  /  La  reliure  serree  peut  causer  de 
I'ombre  ou  de  la  distorsion  le  long  de  la  marge 
interieure. 

Blank  leaves  added  during  restorations  may  appear 
within  the  text.  Whenever  possible,  these  have  been 
omitted  from  filming  /  Use  peut  que  certaines  pages 
blanches  ajoutees  lors  d'une  restauration 
apparaissent  dans  le  texte,  mais,  lorsque  cela  etait 
possible,  ces  pages  n'ont  pas  ete  filmees. 

Additional  comments  / 
Commentaires  supplementaires: 


n 


D 


L'Institut  a  microfilme  le  meilleur  exemplaire  qu'il  lui  a 
6t6  possible  de  se  procurer.  Les  details  de  cet  exem- 
plaire qui  sont  peut-etre  uniques  du  point  de  vue  bibll- 
ographique,  qui  peuvent  modifier  une  image  reproduite, 
ou  qui  peuvent  exiger  une  modification  dans  la  m6tho- 
de  normale  de  filmage  sont  indiqu6s  ci-dessous. 

I         Coloured  pages  /  Pages  de  couleur 

I I    Pages  damaged  /  Pages  endommagees 

□    Pages  restored  and/or  laminated  / 
Pages  restaurees  et/ou  pelliculees 

0    Pages  discoloured,  stained  or  foxed  / 
Pages  decolorees,  t.ichet6es  ou  piqu6es 

I      I   Pages  detached  /  Pages  detachees 

I  y|   Showthrough  /  Transparence 

I      I   Quality  of  print  varies  / 


Quality  in^gale  de  I'impression 


n 
0 


n 


Includes  su;:': 
Comprend  g  - 


ti,  y  material/ 
irW:  so'pplementaire 


Pages  wholly  or  .  -.-zny  obscured  by  errata  slips, 
tissues,  etc.,  have  been  refilmed  to  ensure  the  best 
possible  image  /  Les  pages  totalement  ou 
partiellement  obscurcies  par  un  feuillet  d'errata,  une 
pelure,  etc.,  ont  et  ilm6es  a  nouveau  de  fafon  k 
obtenir  la  meilleure  image  possible. 

Opposing  pages  with  varying  colouration  or 
discolourations  are  filmed  twice  to  ensure  the  best 
possible  image  /  Les  pages  s'opposant  ayant  des 
colorations  variables  ou  des  decolorations  sont 
filmees  deux  fois  afin  d'obtenir  la  meilleure  image 
possible. 


D 


This  item  is  filmed  at  the  reduction  ratio  checked  below  / 

Ce  document  est  filme  au  taux  de  reduction  indique  ci-dessout. 


lOx 

14x 

18x 

22x 

26x 

30x 

12x 

16x 

20x 

24x 

?Rx 

39» 

The  copy  filmed  here  has  been  reproduced  thanks 
to  the  generosity  of: 

National   Library  of  Canada 


L'exemplaire  U\mi  fut  reproduit  grace  i  la 
gAnArositA  de: 

Bibliotheque  Rationale  du  Canada 


The  images  appearing  here  are  the  best  quality 
possible  considering  the  condition  and  legibility 
of  the  originel  copy  and  in  keeping  with  the 
filming  contract  specificationa. 


Les  images  suivantes  ont  iti  reproduites  avec  la 
plus  grand  soin.  compte  tenu  de  la  condition  et 
da  la  nettetA  de  Texemplaire  iWmi,  et  en 
conformity  avec  les  conditions  du  contrat  de 
filmaga. 


Original  copies  in  printed  paper  cover*  are  filmed 
beginning  with  the  front  cover  and  ending  on 
the  last  page  with  a  printed  or  illustrated  impres- 
sion, or  the  back  cover  when  appropriate.  All 
other  original  copies  are  filmed  beginning  on  the 
first  page  with  a  printed  or  illustrated  impres- 
sion, and  ending  on  the  last  page  with  a  printed 
or  illuatrated  impression. 


Les  exemplaires  originaux  dont  la  couverture  en 
papier  est  imprimie  sont  film^s  en  commencant 
par  le  premier  plat  et  en  terminant  soit  par  la 
derniAre  page  qui  comporte  une  empreinte 
d'impression  ou  d'illustration,  soit  par  le  second 
plat,  salon  le  cas.  Tous  les  autres  exemplaires 
originaux  sont  filmte  en  commenpant  par  la 
premiAre  page  qui  comporte  une  empreinte 
d'impression  ou  d'illustration  at  en  terminant  par 
la  derni4re  page  qui  comporte  une  telle 
empreinte. 


The  last  recorded  frame  on  each  microfiche 
shall  contain  the  symbol  — ^-  (meaning  "CON- 
TINUED"), or  the  symbol  V  (meaning  "END  "), 
whichever  applies. 


Un  dea  symboles  suivants  apparaitra  sur  la 
derniAre  image  da  cheque  microfiche,  selon  le 
cas:  le  symbole  —^  signifie  "A  SUIVRE".  le 
symbole  V  signifie  "FIN". 


Maps,  plates,  charts,  etc..  may  be  filmed  at 
different  reduction  ratios.  Those  too  large  to  be 
entirely  included  in  one  exposure  are  filmed 
beginning  in  the  upper  left  hcnd  corner,  left  to 
right  and  top  to  bottom,  as  many  frames  as 
required.  The  following  diagrams  illustrate  the 
method: 


Les  cartes,  planches,  tableaux,  etc..  peuvent  etre 
film6s  A  des  taux  da  reduction  diffirents. 
Lorsque  le  document  est  trop  grand  pour  etre 
reproduit  en  <!n  seul  clichA,  il  est  film4  d  partir 
de  Tangle  supArieur  gauche,  de  gauche  h  droite. 
et  de  haut  an  bas,  en  prenant  le  nombre 
d'images  nAcessaire.  Les  diagrammes  suivants 
illustrent  la  m^thode. 


1 

2 

3 

MICROCOPY    RESOIUTION   TEST   CHART 

(ANSI  end  ISO  TEST  CHART  No   2| 


1.0 


I.I 


1.25 


1.4 


!fia  IIIIIM 

i^  i^     ill  2.2 

::i^  ^ 

I:  1^    11112.0 


1.8 


1.6 


^  ^>^PI-IED  IIVt^GE     Inc 

SS".  '653    East    Mem    Street 

yj;  f'ocheste'-.    New    York  14609        uSA 

'-SS  (716)    4e:       0300  -  Phone 

^=  (716)    28r       5989  -  fn. 


^  SEA  ^^X 


'^^mELGiui^^:A 


Laeken*, 
BRUSSELS, 


LiUe 

*  1 


TrancO'.'SdcAany' 
Frontixr 


ntivtrp 

b/fmiUs.in  a  bee 

"i.     .      '-..Une 
c  rtunues 


,T.^-A«^/n*ium«ir 


.i*i^^jT-"'%; 


^ont  sur  Sombre  ij 


Quartes 


Landrccies^ 


THE 
VOYAGE 
ON  THE 
SMtBKE 


S  lo 

I  I  I  I  I  I  I 


R 


s\vv*M/„ 


Canada 


THK   ST.    MARTINS    ILLf  STRATKD 
I.IHKAKV  Oh   STANDAKU  Al  TIIORS 


AX    INLAND    VOYAGE 


I 

I 
I 


I 


I 


'  \      \     .  \  ■  ■  \     ■     \  I  I  ■  I    I  M-    V  I 


X!( 


r" 


'J  i. 


V( 


I  s. 


\ 


i 


I 


\v.J 


D. 


!  i 


rv    1,0^  )K   COMPANY 


M. 


s^- 


"  .'?"  -iE.  ■'■■  - 


A.-. 


WtK/t^m'-  - 


AN  INLAND 
VOYAGE 

BY  ROBERT  LOUIS  5I1EVENSON 
nXUSTRATED  BYNOEL  ROOKE 


TORONTO 
THE  MUSSON  BOOK  COMPANY 

LIMITED 

1910 


c.l_ 


"  Thus  sang  they  in  the  English  boat." 

Marvell 


[All  rights  reserved] 


Ud'6 


fii 


^ 


PREFACE 

TO  THE   FIRST   EDITION 

To  equip  so  small  a  book  with  a  Preface  is, 
I  aTi  half  afraid,  to  sin  against  prop"-tion. 
But  a  Preface  is  more  than  an  author  can 
resist,  for  it  is  the  reward  of  his  labours. 
When  the  foundation  stone  is  laid,  the  archi- 
tect appears  with  his  plans,  and  struts  for 
an  hour  before  the  public  eye.  So  with  the 
writer  in  his  Preface  :  he  may  have  never  a 
word  to  say,  but  he  must  show  himself  lor 
a  moment  in  the  portico,  hat  in  hand,  and 
with  an  urbane  demeanour. 

It  is  best,  in  such  circumstances,  to  repre- 
sent a  delicate  shade  of  manner  between 
humility  and  superiority  :  as  if  the  book  had 
been  written  oy  son  e  one  else,  and  you  had 
merely  run  over  it  and  inserted  what  was 
good.  But  for  my  part  I  have  not  j 
learned  the  trick  to  that  perfection ;  I  b 
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PREFACE 

not  yet  able  to  dissemble  the  warmth  of  my 
sentiments  towards  a  reader;  and  if  1  meet 
him  on  the  threshold,  it  is  to  invite  him  in 
with  country  cordiality. 

To  say  truth,  I  had  no  sooner  finished  read- 
ing this  little  book  in  proof,  than  1  was  sei  ed 
upon  by  a  distressing  apprehension.     It  oc- 
curred to  me  that  I  might  not  only  be  the 
first  to  read  these  pages,  but  the  last  as  well ; 
that  I  might  have  pioneered  this  very  smiling 
tract  of  country  all  in  vain,  and  find  not  a 
soul  to  follow  in  my  steps.     The  more  1 
thought,  the  more  I  disliked   the  notion; 
until  the  distaste  grew  into  a  sort  of  panic 
terror,  and  I  rushed  into  this  Preface,  which  is 
no  more  than  an  advertisement  for  readers. 
What  am  I  to  say  for  my  book  ?     Caleb 
and  Joshua  brought  back  from  Palestine  a 
formidable  bunch  of  grapes;  alas!  my  book 
produces  naught  so  nourishing ;  and  for  the 
matter  of  tiiat,  we  live  in  an  age  when  people 
prefer  a  definition  to  any  quantity  of  fruit. 

I   wonder,   would  a  negative   be  found 
enticing?  for,  from  the  negative  point  of 

view,  I  Hatter  myself  this  volume   has  a 
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PREFACE 

certain  stamp.  Although  it  runs  to  con- 
siderably upwards  of  two  hundred  pages,  it 
contains  not  a  single  reference  to  the  im- 
becility of  CJod's  universe,  nor  so  much  as  a 
single  hint  that  I  could  have  made  a  better 
one  myself. — I  really  do  not  know  where  my 
head  can  have  been.  I  seem  to  have  for- 
gotten all  that  makes  it  glorious  to  be  man. 
— 'Tis  an  omission  that  renders  the  book 
philosophically  unimportant;  but  I  am  in 
hopes  the  eccentricity  may  please  in  frivol  'Us 
circles. 

To  the  friend  who  accompanied  me,  I  owe 
many  thanks  already,  indeed  1  wish  I  owed 
him  nothing  else ;  but  at  this  moment  1  feel 
towards  him  an  almost  exaggerated  tender- 
ness. He,  at  least,  will  become  my  reader : 
— if  it  were  only  to  follow  his  own  travels 
alongside  of  mine. 

R.  L.  S. 
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NOTE    IJV   THE    ILLrSTRATOR 

STEVEN»()x'sdescri|iti()ns  still  descrilM'  exactly  the  placfs 
of  the  journey.  Tlu-  beefsteaks  still  bleed,  and  the  wine 
is  still  real,  at  the  proper  placfs.  Kven  the  wtather 
follows  the  stnjje  directions  with  alacrity,  and,  though 
the  blouse  is  vanishing  from  the  North  of  France, 
the  race  of  ju'rhriir.i-i'i-la-liiiHC  continues  to  in'-n-ase 
and  nuilti|)ly.  A  <ieniiis  for  cookery  still  presides 
over  the  llotel  de  la  I'ostc  at  Moy,  and  Oripny  sports 
its  graces. 

Elut  none  who  s.iw  him  seem  to  remain.  At  I'ont- 
siir-Sambre  it  is  known  that  two  Englishmen  in  boats 
passed  by  a  few  years  ago,  following  the  track  of  a 
previous  voyage  "in  a  bo<)k."  "What  kind  of  boats 
had  tlicy." — long  and  shallow,  something  like  a  jxris- 
xnir?"  I  showed  the  canoes  in  Mr.  Walter  Crane's 
frontispiece  in  the  pocket  edition:  •' C'ext  cela  mrme!" 
So  Stevenson  is  already  lost  behind  a  cloud  of  witness. 

Madame  Bazin  has,  alas,  joined  her  husband,  of 
whose  death  Mr.  Hamerton  has  already  told  us ;  the 
guard  no  longer  turns  out  at  the  I'orte  Notre  Dame; 
only  the  garden-seat  (newly  men  .  d)  that  the  voyagers 
sat  on  remains.  But  the  Cafe  ;.as  been  kept  on  by  a 
daughter  who  was  already  married  and  eii  ville  at 
the  time  ;  I  trust  no  Knglisli-speaking  traveller  w'll 
insult  her  with  a  tip,  but  loyally  take  of  the  Bazin 
coffee  as  an  equal,  like  Stevenson.  She  knows  the 
story,  and  shows  the  pliotogra|)lis  of  her  parents  taken 
years  afterwards, — and  kind,  hearty  souls  they  look, — 
and  s-iys :  "It's  good  to  leave  a  fair  name  in  a  far 
country." 

NOKL    ROOKE. 

Le  Monastier  sur  Gazeille,  11K)8. 
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DEDICATION 


TO 


SIR  WALTER  GRINDLA  Y  SIMPSON,  BART. 


My  dear  Cip^arrlle, 

//  was  enough  thai  i/nii  xhould  have  sharrii  .vo 
lihrrnlli/  in  the  rninx  and  portages  of  our  voyage  ;  thai 
yoH  should  have  had  so  hard  a  paddle  In  reeovrr  the 
derelict  "  Arelhiisa"  on  the  flooded  Vise;  and  that  yon 
should  thenceforth  have  piloted  a  mere  wreck  of  inankind 
to  Origny  Sainte-Iienolte  and  a  supper  so  eagerly  desired. 
It  teas  perhaps  more  than  enough,  as  you  once  somewhat 
piteoHsly  complained,  that  I  should  have  set  down  all 
the  strong  language  to  you,  and  kept  the  appropriate 
reflexions  for  myself.  I  could  not  in  decency  expose  you 
to  share  the  disgrace  of  another  and  more  public  shipwreck. 
But  now  that  this  voyage  of  ours  is  going  into  a  cheap 
edition,  that  peril,  we  shall  hope,  is  at  an  end,  and  I  may 
put  your  name  on  the  burgee. 

Hut  I  cannot  pause  till  I  have  lamented  the  fate  of 
our  two  ships.  That,  sir,  was  not  a  fortunate  day  when 
we  projected  the  possession  of  a  canal  barge  ;  it  was  not 
a  fortunate  day  when  ire  shared  our  day-dream  with  the 
most  hopeful  of  day-dreamers.  For  a  while,  indeed,  the 
world  looked  smilingly.  The  barge  was  procured  and 
christened,  and  as  the  "  Eleven  Thousand  Virgins  of 
Cologne  "  lay  for  some  months,  the  admired  of  all  admirers, 

XV 


DEDICATION 

h  n  pleiusant  river  and  under  the  n-alh  of  an  ancient  to.rn^ 
M.    Mnttras,  the   accomplished   carpenter   of  Morel    had 
made  her  a  centre  of  evvdous  labour;  and  you   mil  »o/ 
have  forgotten  the  amount  of  .sweet  champagne  consumed 
i„  the  inn  at  the  bridge  end,  to  give  zeal  to  the  workmen 
and  speed  to  the  work.      On  the  flnancial  aspect,  I  nould 
not  willingly  dwell.     The   "Eleven  Thousand   Virgins  oj 
Cologne"    rotted   in  the  .stream    where  she  was  heautifed. 
She^fell   not   the  impulse    of  the    breeze;  she    was    never 
harnessed  to  the  patient  track-hor.se.     And   when  at  length 
she  wr.sold,  by  the  indignant  carpenter  of  Moret,  there  were 
.sold  along  with  her  the  " Arethusa  -   and  the  "Cigarette, 
she  of  cedar,   she,  o^  we  knew   so  keenly    on    a   portage 
of  solid-hearted  English  oak.      Now  the.se  hi.slonc  vessels 
flu  the  tricolor  and  are  known  by  new  and  alien  names. 
'^  li.L.S. 
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AN    INLAND   VOYAGE 


ANTWERP   TO   BOOM 

\Vk  made  a  great  stir  in  Antwerp  Docks. 
A  stevedore  and  a  lot  of  dock  porters  took  up 
the  two  canoes,  and  ran  with  them  for  the 
slip,  A  crowd  of  children  followed  cheer- 
ing. The  Ciffurcffe  went  off  in  a  splash  and 
a  bubble  of  small  breaking  water.  Next 
moment  the  Arctlinsa  was  after  her.  A 
steamer  was  coming  down,  men  on  the 
paddie-box  shouted  hoarse  warnings,  the 
stevedore  and  his  porters  were  bawling  from 
the  quay.  But  in  a  strji  3  or  two  the 
canoes  were  aw^ay  out  in  the  middle  of  the 
Scheldt,  and  all  steamers,  and  stevedores,  and 
other  'long-shore  vanities  were  left  '.  ehind. 

The  sun  shone  brightly:  the  tide  was 
making — four  jolly  miles  an  hour ;  the  wind 
blew  steadily,  with  occasional  squalls.     For 
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my  part.  1  had  never  been  in  a  canoe  under 
Jh„  my  life;  and  my  first  exper,n,ent^on 

i„  the  middle  of  this  big  nver,  w-  not  m^^^ 
without  some  trepidation.  « hat  «ouUl 
happen  when  the  «ind  first  eaugh   my  WUe 

canvas »  I  suppose  it  was  almost  as  t.ymg 
Tv^tureinto't  regions  of  the  unknown, 

as  to  publish  a  first  book,  or  to  marrj 
„„t  „,y  doubts  were  not  of  long  du^t.on 
and  in  five  minutes  you  w.U  not  be  sur 
prised  to  learn  that  1  had  t>ed  my  sheet. 
^  I  own  I  was  a  little  struck  by  this  circum- 
stance myself;  of  course,  in  company  with 
he  rest  of  my  fellow-men,  1  had  always  .ed 

theshectinasailing.boat;butms„htle 
and  crank  a  concern  as  a  canoe,  and  with 
these  charging  squalls,  I  was  not  prepared 
to  find  myself  follow  the  same  prmciple, 
and  it  inspired  me  with  some  contemptuous 
ana  u      v  .,  ■    ,.ertamly 

views  of  our  regard  for  1  fe.     U  ? 

easier  to  smoke  with  tlic  sheet  fastened 
but  1  had  never  before  weighed  a  comfort- 
able  pipe  of  tobacco  against   an  obvious 
isk,  and  gravely  elected  for  the  comfort^ 
able  pipe.     H  is  a  commonplace,  that  we 
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cannot  answer  for  ourselves  before  we  have 
been  tried.  But  it  is  not  so  common  a  re- 
flection, and  surely  more  consoling,  that  we 
usually  find  ourselves  a  great  deal  braver 
and  better  than  we  thought.  I  believe  this 
is  every  one's  experience :  but  an  apprehen- 
sion that  they  rnay  belle  themselves  in  the 
future  prevents  mankind  from  trumpeting 
this  cheerful  sentiment  abroad.  I  wish  sin- 
cerely, for  it  would  have  saved  me  much 
trouble,  there  had  been  some  one  to  put 
me  in  a  good  heart  about  life  when  I  was 
younger ;  to  tell  me  how  dangers  are  most 
portentous  on  a  distant  sight ;  and  how  the 
good  in  a  man's  spirit  will  not  suffer  itself 
to  be  overlaid,  and  rarely  or  never  deserts 
him  in  the  hour  of  need.  But  we  are  all 
for  tootling  on  the  sentimental  flute  in 
literature ;  and  not  a  man  among  us  will  go 
to  the  head  of  the  march  to  sound  the  heady 
drums. 

It  was  agreeable  upon  the  river.  A  barge 
or  two  went  past  laden  with  hay.  Reeds 
and  willows  bordered  the  stream  ;  and  cattle 

and  grey  venerable  horses  came  and  hung 
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their   mild   heads   over   the   embankment. 
Here  and  there  was  a  pleasant  village  among 
trees,  with  a  noisy  shipping-yard ;  here  and 
there  a  villa  in  a  lawn.     The  wind  served 
us  well  up  the  Scheldt  and  thereafter  up  the 
Rupel;  and  we  were  running   pretty  free 
when  we  began  to  sight  the  brickyards  of 
Boom,  lying  for  a  long  way  on  the  right 
bank  of 'the  river.     The  left  bank  was  still 
green    and    pastoral,   with    alleys    of   trees 
along  the  embankment,  and  here  and  there 
a  flight  of  steps  to  serve   a   ferry,   where 
perhaps  there  sat  a  woman  with  her  elbows 
on  her  knees,  or  an  old  gentleman  with  u 
staff  and  silver  spectacles.     «ut  Boom  and 
its  brickyards  grew   smokier  and   shabbier 
with  every  minute;   until  a   great   church 
with  a  clock,  and  a  wooden  bridge  over  the 
river,  indicated  the  central  quarters  of  the 

town. 

Boom  is  not  a  nice  place,  and  is  only  re- 
markable for  one  thing :  that  the  majority 
of  the  inhabitants  have  a  private  opinion 
that  they  can  speak  Englisb,  which  is  not 
justified  by  fact.     TMiis  gave  a  kind  of  hazi- 
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ness  to  our  intercourse.     As  for  the  Hotel 
de  la  Navigation,   I  think  it  is  the  worst 
feature  of  the  place.     It  boasts  of  a  sanded 
parlour,  with  a  bar  at  one  end,  looking  on  the 
street;  and  another  sanded  parlour,  darker 
and  colder,  with  an  empty  bird  cage  and  a 
tricolour  subscription  box  by  way  of  sole 
adornment,  where  we  made  shift  to  dine 
in  the  company  of  three  uncommunicative 
engineer  apprentices  and  a  silent  bagman. 
The  food,  as  usual  in   Belgium,  was  of  a 
nondescript  occasional  character;  indeed  I 
have  never  been  able  to  detect  anything  in 
the  nature  of  a  meal  among  this  pleasing 
people ;  they  seem  to  peck  and  trifle  with 
vland^:  all  day  long  in  an  amateur  spirit: 
tentatively  French,  truly  German,  and  some- 
how falling  between  the  two. 

The  empty  bird-cage,  swept  and  garnished, 
and  with  no  trace  of  the  old  piping  favourite, 
save  where  two  wires  had  been  pushed  apart 
to  hold  its  lump  of  sugar,  carried  with  it  a 
sort  of  graveyard  cheer.  The  engineer  ap- 
prentices would  have  nothing  to  say  to  us, 
nor  indeed  to  the  bagman ;  but  talked  low 
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a.id  sparingly  to  one  another,  or  raked  us  in 
the  gaslight  with  a  gleam  of  spectacles,    tor 

though  handsome  lads,  they  were  all  (m  the 
Scots  phrase)  barnacled. 

There  was  an  English  maid  in  the  hotel, 
who  had  been  long  enough  out  of  England 
to  pick  up  all  sorts  of  funny  foreign  idioms, 
and  all  sorts  of  curious  foreign  ways,  which 
need  not  here  be  specified.    She  spoke  to  us 
very  fluently  in  her  jargon,  asked  us  mfor- 
mation  as  to  the  manners  of  the  present  day 
in   England,  and   obligingly  corrected    us 
when  we  attempted  to  answer.     But  as  we 
were  dealing  with  a  woman,  perhaps  our 
information  was  not  so  much  thrown  away 
as  it  appeared.     The  sex  likes  '.o  pck  up 
knowledge  and  yet  preserve  its  superiority. 
It  is  good  policy,  and  almost  necessary  in 
the  circumstances.    If  a  man  finds  a  woman 
admire  him,  were  it  only  for  his  acquaint- 
ance with  geography,  he  will  begin  at  once 
to  build  upon  the  admiration.     It  is  only 
by  unintermittent  snubbing  that  the  pretty 
ones  can  keep  us  in  our  place.     Men,  as 
Miss  Howe  or  Miss  Harlowe  would  have 

6 


ANTWERP  TO   BOOM 

.said,  "  lire  such  enc  toucher  a."'     Foi  my  part, 
I  am  body  and  soul  with  the  women ;  and 
after  a  well-married  couple,  there  is  nothing 
so  beautiful  in  the  world  as  the  myth  of  the 
divine  huntress.     It  is  no  use  for  a  man  to 
take   to   the    woods;    we   know   him;    St. 
Anthony  tried  the  same  thing  long  ago,  and 
had  a  pitiful  time  of  it  by  all  accounts.    But 
there  is  this  about  some  women,  which  over- 
tops the  best  gymnosophist  among  men,  that 
they  suffice  to  themselves,  and  can  walk  in 
a  high  and  cold  zone  without  the  counte- 
nance  of  any  trousered  being.     I   declare, 
although  the  reverse  of  a  professed  ascetic, 
I  am  mc.  j  obliged  to  women  for  this  ideal 
than  I  should  be  to  the  majority  of  them, 
or  indeed  to  any  but  one,  for  a  spontaneous 
kiss.     There  is  nothing  so  encouraging  as 
the  spectacle  of  self-sufficiency.     And  when 
I   think  of  the  slim  and  lovely  maidens, 
running  the  woods  all  night   to  the  note 
of  Diana's  horn;  moving  among  the  old 
oaks,  as  fancy-free  as  they  ;   things  of  the 
forest  and  th(   starlight,  not  touched  by  the 
conmiotion  of  man's  hot  and  turbid  life— 
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although  there  arc  plenty  other  ideals  that  I 
should  prefer— I  find  my  heart  beat  at  the 
thought  of  this  one.  "i'is  to  fail  in  life,  but 
to  fail  with  wliat  a  graee  !  That  is  not  lost 
wliieh  is  not  regretted.  And  where— here 
slips  out  the  male— where  would  be  much 
of  the  glory  of  inspiring  love,  if  there  were 
no  contempt  lo  overcome  ? 
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Next  morning,  when  we  set  forth  on  the 
\Villebroek  Canal,  the  rain  began  heavy  and 
cliill.    The  water  of  the  canal  stood  at  about 
the  drinking  temperature  of  tea ;  and  under 
this  cold  aspersion,  the  surface  was  covered 
with  steam.     The  exhilaration  of  departure, 
and  the  easy  motion  of  the  boats  under  each 
stroke  of  the  paddles  supported  us  through 
this  misfortune  while  it  lasted;  and  when 
the  cloud   passed  and   the  sun  came  out 
again,  our  spirits  went  up  above  the  range 
of  stay-at-home  humours.     A  good  breeze 
rustled  and  shivered  in  the  rows  of  trees 
that  bordered  the  canal.    The  leaves  flick- 
ered in  and  out  of  the  light  in  tumultuous 
masses.     It  seemed  sailing  weather  to  eye 
and  ear ;  but  down  between  the  banks,  the 
wind  reached  us  only  in  faint  and  desultory 
puffs.     There  was  hardly  enough  to  steer 

by.     Progress  was  intermittent  and  unsatis- 
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factory.  A  jocular  person,  of  marine  ante- 
cedents, hailed  us  from  the  tow-path  with  a 
"  Ct'st  vitc,  iiiai.s  vest  io/ig." 

The  canal  was  busy  enough.     Every  now 
and  then  we  met  or  overtook  a  long  string 
of  boats,  with  great  green  tillers ;  high  sterns 
with  a  window  on  either  side  of  the  rudder, 
and  perhaps  a  jug  or  a  flower-pot  in  one  of 
the  windows ;  a  dinghy  following  behind  ;  a 
woman  busied  about  the  day's  dinner,  and  a 
handful  of  children.     These  barges  were  all 
tied  one  behind  the  other  with  tow  ropes, 
to  the   number  of  twenty-five   or   thirty; 
and  the  line  was  headed  and  kept  in  motion 
by  a  steamer  of  strange  construction.     It 
had  neither  paddle-wheel   nor   screw;  but 
by  some  gear  not  rightly  comprehensible  to 
the  unmechanical  mind,  it  fetched  up  over 
its  bow  a  small  bright  chain  which  lay  along 
the  bottom  of  the  canal,  and  paying  it  out 
again  over  the  stern,  dragged  itself  forward, 
link  by  link,  with  its  whole  retinue  of  loaded 
skows.     Until  one  had  found  out  the  key 
to  the  enigma,  there  was  something  solemn 
and  uncomfortable  in  the  progress  of  one  of 
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these  trains,  as  it  moved  gently  along  the 
water  with  nothing  to  mark  its  advance 
but  a.  eddy  alongside  dying  away  into  the 
wake. 

Of  all  the  creatures  of  commercial  enter- 
prise, a  canal  barge  is  by  far  the  most  de- 
lightful to  consider.  It  njay  spread  its  sails, 
and  then  you  see  it  sailing  high  above  the 
tree-tops  and  the  windmill,  sailing  on  the 
aqueduct,  sailing  tlirough  the  green  corn- 
lands  :  the  most  picturesque  of  things  am- 
phibious. Or  the  horse  plods  along  at  a 
foot-pace  as  if  there  were  no  such  thing  as 
business  in  the  world ;  and  the  man  dream- 
ing at  the  tiller  sees  the  same  spire  on  the 
horizon  all  day  long.  It  is  a  rayst*  how 
things  ever  get  to  their  destination  ,  t  this 
rate;  and  to  see  the  barges  waiting  their 
turn  at  a  lock,  affords  a  fine  lesson  of  how 
easily  the  world  may  be  taken.  There 
should  be  many  contented  spirits  on  board, 
for  such  a  life  is  both  to  travel  and  to  stay 
at  home. 

The  chimney  smokes  for  dinner  as  you 

go   along;   the  banks  of  the  canal   slowly 
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unroll  their  scenery  to  contemplative  eyes ; 
the  barge  floats  by  great  forests  and  through 
great  cities  with  their  public  buildings  and 
their  lamps  at  night ;  and  for  the  bargee,  in 
his  floating  home,  "travelling  abed,"  it  is 
merely  as  if  he  were  listening  to  another 
man's  story  or  turning  the  leaves  of  a 
picture-book  in  which  he  had  no  concern. 
He  may  take  his  afternoon  walk  in  some 
foreign  country  on  the  banks  of  the  canal, 
and  then  come  home  to  dinner  at  his  own 
fireside. 

There  is  not  enough  exercise  in  such  a  life 
for  any  higli  measure  of  health ;  but  a  high 
measure  of  health  is  only  necessary  for  un- 
healthy people.  The  slug  of  a  fellow,  who 
is  never  ill  nor  well,  has  a  quiet  time  of  it 
in  life,  and  dies  all  the  easier. 

I  am  sure  I   would  rather  be  a  bargee 

than    occupy   any    position    under    heaven 

that  required  attendance  at  an  office.    There 

are  few  callings,  1  should  say,  where  a  man 

gives  up  less  of  his  liberty  in  return  for 

regular  meals.     The  bargee  is  on  shipboard 

— he  is  master  in  his  own  ship — iie  can  land 
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whenever  he  will— he  can  never  be  kept 
beating  off  a  lee-shore  a  whole  frosty  night 
when  the  sheets  are  as  hard  as  iron ;  and  so 
far  as  I  can  make  out,  time  stands  as  nearly 
still  with  him  as  is  compatible  with  the 
return  of  bed-time  or  the  dinner-liour.  It 
is  not  easy  to  see  why  a  bargee  should  ever 
die. 

Half-way  between  Willebroek  and  Ville- 

vorde,  in  a  beautiful  reach  of  canal  like  a 

squire's  avenue,  we  went  ashore  to  lunch. 

There  were  two  eggs,  a  junk  of  bread,  and 

a  bottle  of  wine  on  board  the  Arethum ; 

and  two  eggs  and  an  Etna  cooking  apparatus 

on  board  the  Cigarette.     The  master  of  the 

latter  boat  smashed  one  of  the  eggs  in  the 

course    of   disembarkation;   but   observing 

pleasantly  that  it  might  still  be  cooked  h  la 

papier,  he  dropped  it  into  the  Etna,  in  its 

covering  of  Flemish  newspaper.    We  landed 

in  a  blink  of  fine  weatiier ;  but  we  had  not 

been  two  minutes  ashore  before  the  wind 

freshened  into  half  a  gale,  and  the  rain  began 

to  patter  on  our  shoulders.     We  sat  as  close 

about  the  Etna  as  we  could.     The  spirits 
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burned   with   great   ostentation;   the  grass 
caught  flume  every  minute  or  two,  and  had 
to  be  trodden  out;  and  before  long,  there 
were  several  burnt  fingers  of  the  party.    Hut 
the  solid  quantity  of  cookery  accomplished 
was  out  of  proportion  with  so  much  display ; 
and  when  we  desisted,  after  two  applications 
of  the  fire    the  sound  egg  was  httle  more 
than  loo-warm ;  and  as  for  a  la  papier,  it 
was  a  cold  and  sordid  Jrica.mr  of  printer's 
ink  and  broken  egg-shell.     We  made  shift 
to  roast   the  other  two,  by  putting  them 
close  to  the  burning  spirits ;  and  that  with 
better  success.     And  then  we  i;ncorked  the 
bottle  of  wine,  and   sat  down  in  a   ditch 
with   our  canoe    aprons   over    our    knees. 
It   rained   smartly.      Discomfort,  when   it 
is   honestly  uncomfortable   and   makes    no 
nauseous  pretensions  to  the  contrary,  is  a 
vastly  humorous  business ;  and  people  well 
steeped  and  stupefied  in  tlie  open  air  are  in 
a  good  vein  for  laughter.     From  this  point 
of  view,  even  egg  a  la  papier  offered  by 
way  of  food  may  pass  muster  as  a  sort  of 
accessory  to  the  fun.     Hut  this  manner  of 
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jest,  although  it  may  be  taken  in  good  part, 
does  not  invite  repetition ;  and  from  that 
time  forward,  the  Etna  voyaged  like  a 
gentleman  in  the  locker  of  the  Cigcnrttc. 

It  is  almost  unnecessary  to  mention  that 
when  lunch  was  over  and  we  got  aboard 
again  and  made  sail,  the  wind  promptly  died 
away.  The  rest  of  the  journey  to  \Mllevorde, 
we  still  spread  our  canvas  to  the  unfavour- 
ing  air  ;  and  with  now  and  then  a  puff,  and 
now  and  then  a  spell  of  paddUng,  drifted 
along  from  lock  to  lock,  between  the  orderly 
trees. 

It  was  a  fine,  green,  fat  landscape ;  or 
rather  a  mere  green  water-lane,  going  on  from 
village  to  village.  Things  had  a  settled  look, 
as  in  places  long  lived  in.  Crop-headed 
children  spat  upon  us  from  the  bridges  as  we 
w.  at  below,  with  a  true  conservative  feeling. 
Hut  even  more  conservative  were  the  fisher- 
men, intent  upon  their  floats,  who  let  us  go 
by  without  one  glance.  They  perched  upon 
sterlings  and  buttresses  and  along  the  slope 
of  the  embankment,  gently  occupied.     They 

were  indifferent,  like  pieces  of  dead  nature. 
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They  did  not  move  any  more  than  if  they 
had  been  fishing  in  an  old  Dutch  print.     The 
leaves  fluttered,  the  water  lapped,  hut  they 
continued  in  one  stay  like  so  many  churches 
established  by  law.     You  might  have  tre- 
panned every  one  of  their  innocent  heads, 
and  found  no  more  than  so  much  coiled  fish- 
ing line  below  their  skulls.     I  do  not  care 
for  your   stalwart   fellows   in   india-rubber 
stockings   breasting   up   mountain  torrents 
with  a  salmon  rod ;  but  I  do  dearly  love  the 
class  of  man  who  plies  his  unfruitful  art,  for 
ever   and  a  day,  by  still   and  depopulated 

waters. 

At  the  last  lock,  just  beyond  N'illevorde, 
there  was  a  lock-mistress  who  spoke  French 
comprehensibly,  and  told  us  we  were  still  a 
couple   of  leagues  from  Brussels.     At   the 
same  place,  the  rain  began  again.     It  fell  in 
straight,  parallel  lines;  and   the  surface  of 
the  canal  was  thrown  up  into  an  infinity  of 
little  crystal  fountains.     There  were  no  beds 
to  be  had  in  the  neighbourhood.     Nothing 
for  it  but  to  lay  the  sails  aside  and  address 
ourselves  to  steady  paddling  in  the  rain. 
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Beautiful  country  houses,  witli  clocks  and 
long  lines  of  sluittercd  windows,  and  fine  old 
trees  standing  in  groves  and  avenues,  gave 
a  rich  and  sombre  aspect  in  the  rain  and  the 
deepening  dusk  to  the  shores  of  the  canal. 
I  seem  to  have  seen  something  of  the  same 
eirect  in  engravings :  opulent  landscapes, 
deserted  and  overliung  with  the  passage  of 
storm.  iVnd  throughout  we  had  the  escort 
of  a  hooded  cart,  which  trotted  shabbily  along 
the  tow-path,  and  kept  at  an  almost  uniform 
distance  in  our  wake. 
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TiiK  ruin  took  oil' near  I  -.ickcn.     lint  tlic  snn 
was  alrtii'ly  down;  the  air  wascliill ;  and  we 
had  scarcely  a  dry  stitch  between  the  pair 
ofns.     Nay,  now  we  fonnd  onrselves  near 
tlie  end  of  die  Alice  Verte,  and  on  the  very 
threshold  of  lirnssels,  we  were  confronted  by 
a  serions  difliculty.     The  shores  were  closely 
lined  by  canal  boats  waiting  their  turn  at  the 
h)ck.     Nowhere  was  there  any  convenient 
landing-place ;  nowhere  so  nuich  as  a  stable- 
yard  to  leave  the  canoes  in  for  the  nif^ht. 
We  scrambled  ashore  and  entered  an  csta- 
uiiiict  where  some  sorry  fellows  were  drink- 
ing,' witli   the  landlord.     The  landlord  was 
pretty  round  with  us;  he  knew  of  no  coach- 
house or  stable-yard,  nothing  of  the  sort ; 
and  seeing  we  had  come  with  no  mind  to 
drink,  he  did  not  conceal  his  impatience  to 
be  rid  of  us.     One  of  the  sorry  fellows  came 

to  the  rescue.     Somewhere  in  the  corner  of 
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the  hiisiii  there  was  a  slip,  he  infornud  us, 
and  something  else  besides,  not  very  elenrly 
defined  by  iiiin,  but  hopefully  eonstrued  by 
his  hearers. 

Sure  (Mough  there  was  the  slip  in  the 
corner  oC  the  basin  ;  and  at  the  top  of  it 
two  nice-looking  lads  in  boating  clothes. 
The  ^Inlliiisa  addressed  himself  to  these. 
(Jne  of  them  said  there  would  be  no  dillieulty 
aboi; .  a  night's  lodging  0>r  our  boats;  and 
the  other,  taking  a  cigai  :  .'  om  his  lips,  in- 
(jnired  if  they  were  made  by  .dearie  and  Son. 
The  name  was  quite  an  introduction.  Half- 
a-dozen  other  young  men  came  out  of  a 
boat-house  bearing  the  superscription  Uoyai, 
Si'our  NAi'iKiiK,  and  joined  in  the  talk. 
They  were  all  very  polite,  voluble,  and 
enthusiastic ;  and  their  discourse  was  inter- 
larded with  English  boating  terms,  and  the 
names  of  English  boat-builders  and  Eng- 
ish  clubs.  I  do  not  know,  to  my  shame, 
any  spot  in  my  native  land  where  I  should 
have  been  so  warmly  received  by  the  same 
number  of  people.  We  were  English  boat- 
ing-men, and  the  Belgian  boating-men  fell 
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upon  our  necks.  I  wonder  if  French 
Huguenots  were  as  cordiiilly  greeted  by 
English  Protestants  when  they  came  across 
the  Channel  out  of  great  tribuhition.  Ihit 
after  all,  what  religion  knits  people  so  closely 
as  a  common  sport  ( 

The   canoes  were   carried  into  the  boat- 
house;  they  were  washed  down  for  us  by 
the  Club  servants,  the  sails  were  hung  out 
to  dry,  and  everything  made  as   snug  and 
tidy  as  a  picture.     And  in  the  meanwhile 
we    were   led    upstairs   by   our   new-found 
brethren,  for  so  more  than  one  of  them  stated 
the   relationship,    and   made   free   of  their 
lavatory.     This  one  lent  us  soap,  that  one  a 
towel,  a  third  and  fourth  helped  us  to  undo 
our  bags.     And  all  the  time  such  questions, 
such  assurances  of  respect  and  sympathy  !    1 
declare  I  never  knew  what  glory  was  before. 
"  Yes,  yes,  the  lioifal  Sport  Xunti(/uc  is 
the  oldest  chib  in  Belgium." 
"  We  number  two  hundred." 
.*  We  "—this  is  not  a  substantive  speech, 
but  an  abstract  of  many  speeches,  the  im- 
pression left  upon  my  mind  after  a  great 
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deal  of  tiilk;  and  very  youthful,  pleasant, 
natural,  and  patiiotic  it  seems  to  me  to 
be  — "  We  have  «rained  all  races,  except 
those  where  \\c  were  cheated  by  tlie 
•rench. 

'•  You  nuist  leave  all  your  wet  things  to 
be  dried." 

"O!  ciitrc  fnrcs !  In  any  boat-house 
in  England  we  should  Hud  the  same."  {I 
cordially  hope  they  might.) 

"En  Aiifrlctcrrc,  vans  cifiploi/cz  dis  slid- 
iii^-scats,  Ncst-cc  pas  ?  " 

"  We  are  all  employed  in  comnierce 
during  the  day ;  but  in  the  evening,  a-oijcz- 
voH.s,  t/oHs  soiiimcs  si'ricux" 

These  were  the  words.  They  were  all 
employed  over  the  frivolous  mercantile  con- 
cerns of  Helgium  during  the  day  ;  but  in 
the  evening  they  found  some  hours  for  the 
serious  concerns  of  life.  I  may  have  a 
wrong  id*.  I  of  wisdom,  but  1  think  that  was 
a  very  wise  remark.  People  connected  with 
literature  and  philosophy  are  busy  all  their 
days  in  getting  rid  of  second-hand  notions 

and  false  standards.     It  is  their  profession, 
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in   tlic  sweat   of  their   brows,   by   doffjrcd 
thinking,  to  recover  their  old  fresh  view  of 
hfe,   and   distin<,niish  what  they  really  and 
orin-inally   like,  from  what  they  have  only 
learned    to   tolerate    perforce.     And    these 
lloyal  Nautical  Sportsmen  had  the  distinc- 
tion still  quite  legible  in  their  hearts.     They 
had  still  those  clean  perceptions  of  what  is 
nice  and  nasty,  what  is  interesting  and  what 
is  dull,  wiiich  envious  old  gentlemen  refer 
to  as  illusions.     The  nightmare  illusion  of 
middle    age,    the     bear's    hug    of   custom 
gradually  s(iueezing  the  life  out  of  a  man's 
soul,  had  not  yet  begun  for  these  happy- 
starred   young  Belgians.     They  still  knew 
that  the  interest  they  took  in  their  busi- 
ness was  a  trifling  att'air  compared  to  their 
spontaneous,    long  -  sutrering    affection    for 
nautical  sports.     To  know  what  you  prefer, 
instead  of  humbly   saying  Amen  to  what 
the  world  tells  you  you  ought  to  prefer,  is 
to  have  kept  your  soul  alive.     Such  a  man 
may   be   generous;   he   may   be  honest   in 
something  more  than  the  conunercial  sense  ; 

he   may  love  his  friends  with   an  elective, 
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personal  syinpatliy,  and  not  accept  them  as 
an  adjunct  of  the  station  to  which  he  has 
been  called.  He  may  be  a  man,  in  short, 
acting  on  his  own  instincts,  keeping  in 
his  own  shape  that  God  made  him  in ;  and 
not  a  mere  crank  in  the  social  engine-house, 
welded  on  principles  that  he  does  not  under- 
stand, and  for  purposes  that  he  does  not 
care  for. 

For  will  any  one  dare  to  tell  nic  that 
business  is  more  entertaining  than  fooling 
among  boats?  He  must  luive  never  seen 
a  boat,  or  never  seen  an  office,  who  says 
so.  And  for  certain  the  one  is  a  great  deal 
better  for  the  health.  There  should  be 
nothing  so  nmch  a  mans  business  as  his 
amusements.  Nothing  but  money-grub- 
bing can  be  put  forward  to  the  contrary ; 
no  one  but 

Mammon,  the  least  erected  spirit  that  fell 
From  Heaven, 

durst  risk  a  word  in  answer.  It  is  but  a 
lying  cant  that  would  represent  the  merchant 
and  the  banker  as  people  disinterestedly  toil- 
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iiig  for  mankind,  and  then  most  useful 
when  they  are  most  absorbed  in  their  transac- 
tions ;  for  the  man  is  more  important  than 
his  services.  And  when  my  Royal  Nautical 
Sportsman  shall  liave  so  far  fallen  from  his 
hopeful  youth  tliat  he  cannot  pluck  up  an 
enthusiasm  over  anything  but  his  ledger, 
I  venture  to  doubt  whether  he  will  be  near 
so  nice  a  fellow,  and  wliethe  he  would  wel- 
come, with  so  good  a  grace,  a  couple  of 
drenched  Englishmen  paddling  into  Brussels 
in  the  dusk. 

When  we  had  changed  our  wet  clothes 
and  drunk  a  glass  of  pale  ale  to  the  Club's 
prosperity,  one  of  their  number  escorted  us 
to  an  hotel.  He  would  not  join  us  at  our 
dinner,  but  he  had  no  objection  to  a  glass 
of  wine.  Enthusiasm  is  very  wearing ;  and 
1  begin  to  understand  why  prophets  were 
unpopular  la  .ludica,  where  they  were  best 
known.  For  three  stricken  hours  did  this 
excellent  young  man  sit  beside  us  to  dilate 
on  boats  and  boat-races ;  and  before  he  left, 
he  was  kind  enough  to  order  our  bedroom 

candles. 
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We  f  udcuvouied  now  and  tigain  to  eh mge 
the  subject ;  but  the  diversion  did  not  last 
a  moment,  the  Royal  Xautical  Sportsman 
bridled,  shied,  answered  the  question,  and 
then  breasted  once  more  into  the  swelhnj,' 
tide  of  his  subject.     I  call  it  his  subject ;  but 
I  think  it  was  he  who  was  subjected.     The 
Arcthum,  who  holds  all  racing  as  a  crea- 
ture of  the  devil,  found  himself  in  a  pitiful 
dilemma,     lie  durst  not  own  his  ignorance 
for  the  honour  of  Old  iMigland,  and  spoke 
away  about  English  clubs  and  English  oars- 
men whose  fame  had  never  before  come  to 
his  ears.     Several  times,  and,  once   above 
all,  on  the  question  of  sliding-seats,  he  was 
within  an    ace    of   exposure.     As    for   the 
CifXdrdtc,  who  has  rowed  races  in  the  heat 
of  his  blood,  but  now  disowns  these  slips  of 
his  wanton  youth,  his  case  was  still  more 
desperate  ;  for  the  Royal  Nautical  proposed 
that  he  should  take  an  oar  in  one  of  their 
eights  on  the  morrow,  to  compare  the  English 
with  the  Relgian  stroke.     1  could  see  my 
friend  perspiring  in  his  chair  whenever  that 
particular  topic  came  up.     And  there  was 
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yet  Jinothcr  proposal  which  hud  the  samu 
ifllct  on  both  of  us.  It  appeared  that  the 
ehainpioii  eanoeist  of  Europe  (as  well  as 
most  other  champions)  was  a  Royal  Nautical 
Sportsman.  And  if  we  would  only  wait 
until  the  Sunday,  this  infernal  paddlcr  would 
be  so  eonilescending  as  to  accompany  us  on 
our  next  stage.  Neither  of  us  had  the  least 
desire  to  drive  the  coursers  of  the  sun  against 
Apollo. 

When  the  young  man  was  gone,  we  coun- 
termanded our  candles,  and  ordered  some 
brandy  and  water.     The  great  billows  had 
<Tone  over  our  head.     The  Royal  Nautical 
Sportsmen  were  as  nice  young  fellows  as  a 
man  would  wish  to  see,  but  they  were  a 
trifle  too  young  and  a  thought  too  nautical 
for  us.     We  began  to  see  that  we  were  old 
and  cynical ;  we  liked  ease  and  the  agreeable 
rambling  of  the  human  mind  aboxit  this  and 
the  other  subject ;  we  did  not  want  to  dis- 
grace our  native  land  by  messing  an  eight,  or 
toiling  pitifully  in  the  wake  of  the  champion 
canoeist.     In    short,    we    had   recourse    to 
It  seemed  ungrateful,  but  we  tried 
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to  make  tlitit  ^ood  on  a  card  loaded  with 
sincere  complin lents.  And  indeed  it  was 
no  time  for  scruples;  we  seemed  to  feel 
the  hot  hreath  of  the  champion  on  our 
necks. 
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Pauii-v  IVoiii  the  terror  we  had  of  our  good 
friends  tlie  Uoyiil  Nauticals,  partly  from  the 
fact  that  there  were  no  fewer  than  tifty-five 
locks  between  Brussels  and  Charleroi,  we 
concluded  that  we  should  travel  by  train 
across  the  frontier,  boats  and  all.  Fifty-five 
locks  in  a  day's  journey  was  pretty  well 
tantamount  to  trudging  the  whole  distance 
on  foot,  with  the  canoes  upon  our  shoulders, 
an  object  of  astonishment  to  the  trees  on 
the  canal  side,  and  of  lionest  derision  to  all 
right-thinking  ciiildren. 

To  pass  the  frontier,  even  in  a  train,  is 
11  dillicult  matter  for  the  Airthnsa.  He 
is,  somehow  or  other,  a  marked  man  for  the 
oflicial  eye.  Wiierever  he  journeys,  there 
are  the  ofhcers  gathered  together.  Treaties 
are  solenmly  signed,  foreign  ministers,  am- 
bassadors, and  consuls  sit  throned  in  state 

from  China  to  Peru,  and  the  Union  Jack 
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flutters  on  all  tlie  winds  of  heaven.     Under 
these  safeguards,  portly  clergymen,  school- 
mistresses, gentlemen  in  grey  tweed  suits, 
and   all   the    ruck    and    rabble    of  Kritish 
touristry  pour  unhindered,  Murrajj  in  liand, 
over  the  railways  of  the  Continent,  and  yet 
the  slim  person  of  the  Arcthma  is  taken  in 
the  meshes,  while  these  great  fish  go  on  their 
way  rejoicing.     If  he  travels  without  a  pass- 
port, he  is  cast,  without  any  figure  about  the 
matter,  into  noisome  dungeons :  if  his  papers 
are  in  order,  he  is  suffered  to  go  his  way 
indeed,  but  not  until  he  has  been  humiliated 
by   a  general   incredulity.     He   is   a   born 
British  subject,  yet  he  has  never  succeeded 
in  persuading  a  single  official  of  his  nation- 
ality.    He  flatters  himself  he  is  indifterent 
honest ;  yet  he  is  rarely  taken  for  anything 
better  than  a  spy,  and  there  is  no  absurd 
and   disreputable   means  of  livelihood  but 
has  been  attributed  to  him  in  some  heat  of 
official  or  popular  distrust.  .  .  . 

For  the  life  of  me  I  cannot  understand  it. 
I  too  have  been  knoUed  to  church,  and  sat 

at  eood  men's  feasts ;  but  I  bear  no  mark  of 
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it.  I  am  as  strange  as  a  .lack  Iiulian  to  their 
official  spectacles.  I  might  come  from  any 
part  of  the  globe,  it  seems,  except  from  where 
I  do.  My  ancestors  have  laboured  in  vain, 
and  the  glorious  Constitution  cannot  protect 
me  in  my  walks  abroad.  It  is  a  great  thing, 
believe  me,  to  present  a  good  normal  type 
of  the  nation  you  belong  to. 

Nobody  else  was  asked  for  his  papers  on 
the  way  to  Maubeuge;  but  I  was:  and  al- 
though 1  clung  to  my  rights,  I  had  to  choose 
at  last  between  accepting  the  humiliation 
and  being  left  behind  by  the  train.  I  was 
sorry  to  give  way ;  but  I  wanted  to  get  to 
Maubeuge. 

Maubeuge  is  a  fortified  town,  with  a  very 
good  inn,  the  Grand  Cnf.  It  seemed  to  be 
inhabited  principally  by  soldiers  and  bag- 
men ;  at  least,  these  were  all  that  we  sa^v, 
except  the  hotel  servants.  We  had  to  stay 
there  some  time,  for  the  canoes  were  in  no 
hurry  to  ft)llow  us,  and  at  last  stuck  hope- 
lessly in  the  custom-house  until  we  went 
back  to  liberate  them.  There  was  nothing 
to    do,    nothing    to    see. 


We    had    good 
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incjils,  wliicli  was  a  great  matter ;  but  that 
was  all. 

The  Cigarette  was  nearly  taken  up  upon 
a  charge  of  drawing  the  fortifications :  a  feat 
of  which  he  was  hopelessly  incapable.  And 
besides,  as  1  suppose  each  belligerent  nation 
has  a  plan  of  the  other's  fortified  places 
already,  these  precautions  are  of  the  nature 
of  shutting  the  stable  door  after  the  steed  is 
away.  Ihit  \  have  no  doubt  they  help  to  keep 
up  a  good  spirit  at  home.  It  is  a  great  thing 
if  you  can  persuade  people  that  they  are 
somehow  or  other  partakers  in  a  mystery. 
It  makes  them  feel  bigger.  Even  the  Free- 
masons, who  have  been  shown  up  to  satiety, 
preserve  a  kind  of  pride ;  and  not  a  grocer 
amonff  them,  however  honest,  harndess.  and 
empty-headed  he  may  feel  himself  to  be 
at  bottom,  but  comes  home  from  one  of 
their  cccnaculn  with  a  portentous  signifi- 
cance for  himself. 

It  is  an  odd  thing,  how  happily  two 
peop'  .  f  there  are  two,  can  live  in  ,i  place 
where  tiiey  have  no  acquaintance.  I  think 
the  spectacle  of  a  whole  life  in  which  you 
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have    no    part.    |Kinilyses    personnl    ^esln 
V,ni  an-  conUnt  to  hcconic'  a  mere  spec- 
tiito-.     The  b.ikor  4ands  in  his  do.  r :   tin 
cp1../i;'I    vith  h!>  three  medals     ocs   l-y  t«. 
the   r./(    at    nifrht  •,   tlic    troc.ps   .h-uin   anl 
.ruuipei  a>id  iiuui  the  rampart^   as  hold  a^ 
s<.  Mia       lions.      It  wonld  task     iiiMua^^e  to 
say  hoNv  placidly  you   hchold       i   tl"         '" 
:v  pliue  ^^l!'re  y"U   l\ave  taken  son<e   root, 
you  arc  provoked  out  of  your  indifrerencc : 
you  have  a  h   nd  in  the  game :  >  our  friends 
are  Hghtinu  ^^  't»»  the  army      lUit  in  a  strancre 
town,  not  small  c  nou-h  to  orow  too  soon 
familiar,  nor    ..  larj^e  as  u>  have  laid    Iself 
out    for   travel!  rs.  you    ,tan<l  so  far   apart 
from  ihc  husines     that  you  positively  forget 
it  would  he  possible  to  ^     aearc  r ;  you  have 
so  little  human  intenst  around  you.  that  yor 
do  not  reme  aber   yourself  to   bt    m    nm. 
Perhaps,  in  a  ve  v  short  time,  you  u      id  Ik 
one  no  longer!     (iymnosophi^s  go    uto 
wood,  with  all  nature  seething  arou.      lh<«ni 
with  roniHuec  on  e-    ry  side;   it       nM  be 
much  more  to  the  i  urpos.   if  the\       nk  up 
their  alKMle  in  a  dull  country  town    where 
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th  ysh''!lfl  src  just  so  much  humanity 
as  to  -Ci  tium  I'rom  desiring  uorc.  uul 
{•nH*  1  ,it'  stair  cxfrmils  of  man's  \\\'v.  These 
•  xteriial  ai  •  as  dead  ^  '  us  as  so  many  for- 
iiialtiies  an.;  speak  :i  utad  laui^ua  in  our 
c'       ant'   '  -ir'-      '  have  no  more  mean- 

h     r  I  sahitation.     W'r  are 
t  to  see  married  (       *les 

ji  Su!    ay  that  y>\        ve 

t)        represent .    and 
to  rci       ihtate  adultery, 
they  wish  t<    ^hnw  us  nhat  a 
tul  thiii^  it  is  for  a  i  lan  and  a  \    »man 
tor  each  other, 
lie  person  in  Maulu  ii^e,  howevrr 
TV    sonu"thin<>-  more  th  in  his  o\it'-  ' 
the  driver  of  tiie  hotel  onmihii- 
eiu)u«,'l    'ookin^'  little  man,  as  well  . 
mem.  ^r ;  hut  with  a  spark  of  soi 
auman  in  his  soul.     He  had  heard  of  our 
little  journey,  and  came  to  nie  at  once  in 
envious  sympathy.  How  he  longed  to  travel ! 
he  told  me.     How  h^^  lontred  to  he  some- 
where else,  and  see  the  roimd  world  h(  lore 
e  went  into  the  grave  !    '   Here  I  am,"  said 
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he.  "  I  drive  to  the  station.  Weil.  And 
tlien  1  drive  back  again  to  tlie  liotel.  And 
so  on  every  day  and  all  tlie  week  round.  My 
(Jod,  is  tliat  life  ( "  I  could  not  say  I  thouoht 
it  was—  for  him.  He  pressed  nie  to  tell  him 
where  I  had  been,  and  where  1  hoped  to  go  ; 
and  as  he  listened.  I  declare  the  fellow  siohed. 
Might  not  this  iiave  been  a  l)rave  African 
traveller,  or  gone  to  the  Indies  after  Drake  ? 
Hut  it  is  an  evil  age  for  the  gypsily  inclined 
among  men.  He  who  can  sit  squarest  on 
a  three-legged  stool,  he  it  is  who  has  the 
wealth  and  glory. 

I  wonder  if  my  friend  is  still  driving  the 
omnibus  for  tlie  (J rand  Cerf?  Not  very 
likely,  1  believe  ;  for  1  think  he  was  on  the 
eve  of  mutiny  when  we  passed  through,  and 
perhaps  oin-  passage  determinetl  him  for 
good.  IJetter  a  thousr.nd  times  that  he 
should  be  a  tramp,  and  mend  pots  a!ul  pans 
l)y  the  wayside,  and  sleep  under  trees,  and 
sec  the  dawn  and  the  sunset  every  day  above 
a  new  hori/.on.  I  think  1  hear  you  say  that 
it  is  a  respectable  position  to  drive  an  onuu- 
bus'     \'erv  well.      What  right  has  he  who 
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likes  it  not,  to  keep  those  who  would  like 
it  dearly  out  oC  this  respeetuble  position  ? 
Suppose  a  dish  were  not  to  my  taste,  and 
you  told  me  that  it  was  a  favourite  amongst 
the  rest  of  the  eompany,  what  should  I  con- 
elude  from  that  ?  Not  to  finish  the  dish 
aj^ainst  my  stomach,  I  suppose. 

Respectability  is  a  very  good  thing  in  its 
way,  but  it  does  not  rise  superior  to  all 
considerations.  I  would  not  for  a  moment 
venture  to  hint  that  it  was  a  matter  of  taste ; 
buL  I  think  I  will  go  as  far  as  this:  that  if 
a  position  is  idmittedly  unkind,  imcomfort- 
able,  unnecessary,  and  superfluously  useless, 
although  it  were  as  respectable  as  the  Church 
of  Etigland,  the  sooner  a  mnn  is  out  of  it. 
the  better  for  himself,  and  all  concerned. 
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TO  yiAivrKs 

Anorr  three  in  the  afternoon  the  whole 
estahlishment  of  tiie  (iiaiul  Ccrf  aoconi- 
panied  us  to  the  water's  edjrc.  The  man  of 
the  onniihus  was  there  with  ha^r^rard  eyes. 
I'oor  eage-hlrd!  Do  I  not  renienihcr  the 
time  when  I  myself  haunted  the  station,  to 
watch  train  after  train  carr)  its  romi)lement 
of  freemen  into  tl>e  night,  and  read  the 
names  of  (hstant  phiees  on  the  time-hills 
with  indescrihahle  lonjriiigs? 

We  were  not  clear  of  the  fortifications 
hefore  the  rain  hegan.  The  wind  was  con- 
trary, and  l)lcw  in  furious  jousts;  nor  were 
the  aspects  of  natin-e  any  more  clement 
than  the  doings  of  the  sky.  For  we  passed 
through  a  stretch  of  blighted  country, 
sparsely  covered  with  brush,  but  handsomely 
enougli  diversified  with  factory  chimneys. 
^V«•  hmded  in  a  soiled  meadow  among  some 
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[lolhirds,  unci  there  smoked  u  pipe  in  a  flaw 
of  fjiir  wciithcr.  Hut  tlie  wind  blew  so  liurd, 
we  eould  ^et  little  else  to  smoke.  There 
were  no  natnral  objects  in  the  neighbom'- 
hood,  but  some  sordid  workshops.  ^V  gronp 
of  children  headed  by  a  tall  girl  stood  and 
watched  us  from  a  little  distance  all  the 
time  we  stayed.  I  heartily  wonder  what 
they  thought  of  us. 

At  llautmont,  the  lock  was  almost  im- 
passable ;  the  landing-place  being  steep  and 
high,  and  the  launch  at  a  long  distance. 
Near  a  do/en  grimy  workmen  lent  us  a 
hand.  They  refused  any  reward ;  and,  what 
is  nmch  better,  refused  it  handsomely,  with- 
out conveying  any  sense  of  insult.  "  It  is  a 
way  we  have  in  our  countryside,"  said  they. 
And  a  very  becoming  way  it  is.  In  Scot- 
land, where  also  you  will  get  services  for 
nothing,  the  good  people  reject  your  money 
as  if  you  had  been  trying  to  corrupt  a  voter. 
When  people  take  the  trouble  to  do  dignifie<i 
acts,  it  is  worth  while  to  take  a  little  more, 
and  allow  the  dignity  to  be  eonnnon  to  all 

concerned,     liut  in  our  brave  Saxon  coun- 
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tries,  wlit'ie  we  plod  threescore  years  aiul 
ten  in  the  mud,  and  the  wind  keeps  sin^nn«,r 
in  oiu-  ears  from  birtli  to  burial,  we  do  our 
^n)od  and  bad  with  a  hi^rh  Juind  and  almost 
olFensively ;  and  make  even  our  alms  a 
witness-bearing  and  an  act  of  war  against 
the  wrong. 

After  HautmonL,  the  sun  eanie  forth 
again  and  the  wind  went  down :  and  a  little 
paddling  took  us  beyond  the  ironworks  and 
through  a  delectal)le  land.  The  river  wound 
among  low  hills,  so  that  sometimes  the  sun 
was  at  our  backs,  and  sometimes  it  stood 
right  ahead,  and  the  river  before  us  was  one 
sheet  of  intolerable  glory.  On  either  hand, 
meadows  and  orehaids  bordered,  with  a 
margin  of  sedge  and  water  flowers,  upon 
the  river.  'I'he  hedges  were  of  great  height, 
woven  about  the  trunks  of  iiedgerow  elms ; 
and  the  fields,  as  they  were  often  very  small, 
looked  like  a  series  of  bowers  along  the 
stream.  There  was  never  any  prospect ; 
sometimes  a  hill-top  with  its  trees  would 
look    over    the    ncaiest    hedgerow,  just   to 

make  a  middle  distance   for  the  sky;   but 
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that  was  all.  'I'lie  heaven  was  bare  of 
t'louds.  The  atmosphere,  after  the  rain,  was 
of  enehantin^r  purity.  The  river  doubled 
anioii<r  the  hillocks,  a  shining  strip  of  mirror 
glass;  and  the  dip  of  the  paddles  set  the 
Howers  shaking  along  the  brink. 

In  the  meadows  wandered  black  and  white 
cattle  fantastically  marked.  One  beast,  with 
a  white  head  and  the  rest  of  the  body  glossy 
black,  came  to  the  edge  to  drink,  and  stood 
gravely  twitching  his  ears  at  me  as  I  went 
by,  like  some  sort  of  preposterous  clergy- 
man in  a  play.  A  moment  after  I  heard  a 
loud  plunge,  and,  turning  my  head,  saw  the 
clergyman  struggling  to  shore.  The  bank 
had  given  way  under  his  feet. 

Iksides  the  cattle,  we  saw  no  living  things 
except  a  few  birds  and  a  great  many  fisher- 
men. These  sat  along  the  edges  of  the 
meadows,  sometimes  with  one  rod,  some- 
times with  as  many  as  half  a  score.  They 
seemed  stupefied  with  contentnient ;  and 
when  we  induced  them  to  exchange  a  few 
words  with  us  about  the  weather,  their 
voices  sounded  (piiet  and  far-away.     There 
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WHS  ji  strange  diversity  of  opinion  iinion^ 
tlicin  as  to  the  kind  of  fish  for  which  tlicy 
set    their    hires :    although    they    were    all 
atfrced    in   this,  that   the   river   w%as  a!)un- 
dantly  suj)j)hed.     Where  it  was  plain  that 
no  two  of  them  had  ever  caught  the  same 
kind  of  fish,  we  eonld  not  help  suspecting 
that  perhaps  not  any  one  of  them  had  ever 
caught  a  fish  at  all.     I  hope,  since  the  aller- 
noon  was  so  lovely,  that  they  were  one  and 
all  rewarded ;  and  that  a  silver  booty  went 
home  in  every  basket  for  the  pot.     Some  of 
my  friends  would  cry  shame  on  me  for  this  ; 
but  1  prefer  a  man,  were  he  only  an  angler, 
to   the  bravest   pair   of  giils   in    all   (iod's 
waters.     I  do  not  affect  fishes  unless  when 
cooked  in  sauce;  whereas  an  angler  is  an 
important  piece  of  river  scenery,  and  hence 
deserves  some  recognition  among  canoeists. 
lie  can  always  tell  you  where  yon  are  after 
a  mild  fashion  ;  and  his  quiet  presence  serves 
to  accentuate  the  solitude  and  stillness,  and 
remind  you  of  the  glittering  citizens  l)elow 
your  boat. 

'i'he  Sambre  turned  so  industriously  to  and 
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tVo  Jimonj^  his  little  hills,  th.it  it  was  past 
six  lieforc  we  drew  near  the  lock  at  (^iiartes. 
There  were  some  ehildren  on  the  tow-path, 
willi  whom  the  ('i^urcffi-  fell  into  a  ehalling 
talk  as  ihey  rar>  alon^^  heside  ns.  It  was  in 
vain  that  I  warned  him.  In  vain  I  told 
him.  in  Kn<(lisli.  that  boys  were  the  most 
dangerous  creatures;  and  if  once  you  began 
witli  them,  it  was  safe  to  end  in  a  shower  of 
stones.  For  my  own  part,  whenever  any- 
thing was  addressed  to  me,  I  smiled  gently 
and  shook  my  head  as  though  I  were  an 
inoflensive  person  inadequately  acquainted 
with  French.  For  indeed  I  have  had  such 
experience  at  home,  that  I  would  sooner 
meet  many  wild  animals  than  a  troop  of 
healthy  urchins. 

Hut  I  was  doing  injustice  to  these  j)eace- 
able  young  Ilainaullers.  When  the  Cifj^di- 
cltc  went  oil"  to  make  inquiries,  I  got  out 
upon  the  bank  to  smoke  a  pipe  and  super- 
intend the  boats,  and  became  at  once  the 
centre  of  nuich  amijible  curiosity.  The 
children  had  been  joined   by  this  time  by  a 

young  woman  and  a  n;ihl  hid  who  had  lost 
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UK  ami:  nu.i  .iiis  ^jivc  inc  more  security 
When  I  let  slip  my  first  word  or  so  in  Kreneli, 
:i  little  iiirl  nodded  her  head  with  a  eomicul 
"grownup  air.  "Ah,  you  see,"  she  said, 
••  he  understands  well  euou^di  now :  he  was 
just  making'  believe. "  And  the  little  ^'roup 
laughed  together  very  good-naturedly. 

They  were  nnieh  injpressed  when  they 
heard  we  eanie  from  Kngland  ;  and  the  little 
girl  prollered  the  information  that  England 
was  an  island  "and  a  far  way  from  here  — 
h/Cft  loin  tfiii." 

"  Ay,  you  may  say  that,  a  far  way  from 
here'  said  the  lad  with  one  arm. 

I  was  as  nearly  homesick  as  ever  I  was 
in  my  life  :  they  seemetl  to  make  it  such  an 
incalculable  distance  to  the  place  where  I 
Hrst  saw  the  day. 

They  admired  the  canoes  very  nmch. 
And  I  observed  one  piece  of  delicacy  in 
these  children,  which  is  worthy  of  record. 
They  had  been  deafening  us  for  the  last 
hundred  yards  with  petitions  for  a  sail ; 
ay,  and  they  deafened  us  to  the  same  tune 
next  morning  when  we  came  to  start  ;  but 
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tlicn,  when  the*  caiiocs  were  lyiii^  emj  iy, 
tljcre  WHS  MO  word  of  any  such  [)ctiLi(*n. 
Dclitjuy  ^  or  pc'rlKips  a  bit  of  fear  for  the 
water  in  so  crank  a  vessel .'  I  hate  eyniiisin 
a  ^wtu  Jeal  worse  than  I  do  the  <levil ;  un- 
less perhaps  the  two  were  the  same  thwifr  '. 
And  yet  'tis  a  ^ood  tonic  ;  the  cokl  tub  an<l 
bath-towel  of  the  sentiments ;  and  positively 
necessary  to  hfc  in  eases  of  advanced  sen 
sibiHty. 

From  the  boats  tliey  turned  to  my  eos- 
tunu".  Tliey  couUl  not  make  enough  of 
my  red  sash ;  and  my  knife  filled  them 
with  a  -■:. 

**  They  wvA  them  like  t'l.iL  in  England," 
said  the  boy  '  :  .  ...  =  arn;.  I  was  glad  he 
did  not  know  •  <  v.'  ■.'.<■' iy  we  make  them  in 
Knifland  now-  i:  v ,  "  They  are  for  p<  »j>le 
who  go  away  to  sea.'  he  added,  "i'-M.!  V> 
defend  ones  life  against  great  fish." 

I  felt  I  was  l)ecoming  a  more  and  more 

romuitii  figure  to  \\\     iittie  groui<  at  e>ery 

word.     And  so  I  .iijiriose  1  was.     Even  my 

pipe,  although  it  was  an  t)rdinary  French 

clay  pretty  well  '•  trouse?    ?,'  as  they  call 
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it,  would  have  a  rarity  in  their  eyes,  as  u 
thiiiti  e()iuin«^  from  so  far  away.  i\ii(l  if  iny 
feathers  were  not  very  fine  in  themselves, 
they  were  all  from  over  seas.  One  tiling'  in 
my  ouLtit,  however,  tiekled  them  out  of  all 
politeness  :  and  that  was  the  bemired  eon- 
dition  of  my  canvas  shoes.  1  appose  they 
were  sine  the  mud  at  any  rate  was  a  home 
produet.  The  little  j,nrl  (who  was  the  ^renins 
of  the  party)  displayed  her  own  sabots  in 
eompetition ;  and  I  wisli  you  eould  have 
seen  how  ^riaeefuUy  and  merrily  she  did  it. 

The   young   woman's   milk-can,  a  great 
amiihora   of  hammered   brass,  stood    some 
way  oir  upon  the  sward.     1  was  glad  of  an 
opportunity  to  divert  public  attention  from 
myself,  and  return  some  of  the  compliments 
I  had  received.     So  I  admired  it  cordially 
both  for  ft)rm  and  colour,  telling  them,  and 
very  truly,  that  it  was  as  beautiful  as  gold. 
They  were  not  surprised.     The  things  werr- 
plainly  the  boast  of  the  coimtrysidc.     And 
the  children  expatiated  on  the  costliness  of 
these  amphora-,  which  sell  sometimes  as  high 
as  thirty  francs  ai)iecc ;  lold  me  how  they 
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were  carried  on  donkeys,  f)iie  on  either  side 
of  the  saddle,  a  hr.ive  caparison  in  them- 
selves; and  how  they  were  to  l)e  seen  all 
over  the  (hstrict,  and  at  the  hir^er  larnis  in 
^reat  ninnher  atul  of  jfreat  size. 
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TiiF.    ('ii^dvcllc   rettirncd   with  j^ockI  news. 
There  were  beds  to  Ik*  had  some  ten  minutes" 
widk  from  where  we  were,  .-it  ji  pljice  called 
Tout.     We  stowed  the  canoes  in  a  ^rranary, 
and  asked  anion«r  the  children  for  a  ^mide. 
The  circle  at  once  widened  round   us,  and 
our  ott'cis  of  reward  were   received  in  dis- 
|)iritin<,'   silence.     We    were   plainly  a  pair 
of  nUuhcards  to  tlu-  children ;  they  nii«,dit 
speak  to  us  in  pid)lic  places,  and  where  they 
had  the  advanta^re  of  numbers :  but  it  was 
another  tiling  to  venture  oir alone  with  two 
nut outh  ami  lci,'endary  ciiaracters,  who  had 
(lroj>ped  from  the  clouds  upon  their  haniU  t 
this  fpiiet  afternooti,  sashed  and  be-knivcd, 
and  with  a  Havour  of  ^'rcal  voyages.      The 
owner  of  the  granary  came  to  our  :issistancc. 
siuLded  out  <»ne  little  fellow  and  threatened 
him    with    eorporalities :    or     I    suspect    we 
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should  have  luul  to  find  the  way  lor  our- 
selves. As  it  was.  he  was  more  friirhtened 
at  the  jrranary  uiau  than  th.  stranjsrers, 
haviuir  perhaps  had  souic  experience  of  the 
former.  Hut  I  fancy  Ins  little  heart  must 
have  heen  goin^»  at  a  fine  rate;  for  he  kept 
trottinjr  Jit  a  respectful  distance  in  front, 
and  l()okin<r  hack  at  us  with  scared  eyes, 
\ot  otherwise  may  the  children  of  the  youn^r 
world  have  «ruided  .love  or  one  of  his 
Olympian  comi)eers  on  an  advcnturt . 

A  miry  lane  led  us  up  from  (^uart(  ,  with 
its  church  and  hickerinir  windmill  The 
hinds  were  tru(l<,nng  homewards  from  the 
(iclds.  A  hrisk  little  woman  passed  us  by. 
She  was  seated  across  a  donkey  hetween 
a  pair  of  nrlittcrin^  milk  cans  :  an(i.  as  she 
went,  she  kicked  jauntily  wilji  her  heels 
upon  the  donkey  s  side,  and  scattered  shrill 
remarks  amoui^'  the  nayfarers.  Ft  was  not- 
ahlc  that  none  of  the  tired  men  look  I  he 
trouble  to  reply.  Our  condu('tor  soon  led 
us  out  of  the  lane  and  across  count r\.  The 
sun  h;id  ^imv  down,  hut  the  wcsl  in  front 
of  us  was  one  lake  ol"  level  oold.       The  p.ith 
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wiuulcrcd  u  while  in  the  open,  Jind  then 
passed  under  a  trelhs  like  a  bower  ind<  1> 
nitely  prolon.i,'ed.  On  cither  hand  were 
shadi)wy  orchards ;  cottages  lay  low  among 
the  leaves,  and  sent  their  smoke  to  heaven ; 
every  here  and  there,  in  an  opening,  appeared 
the  great  gold  face  of  the  west. 

1  never  saw  the  Cipnritc  in  such  an  idyllic 
frame  of  mind.  He  waxed  positively  lyrical 
in  praise  of  country  scenes.  I  was  little 
loss  exliiluratcd  myself;  the  miUl  air  of  the 
evening,  the  shadows,  the  rich  lights  and 
the  silence,  made  a  syniphonious  accompani- 
ment about  our  walk  :  and  wc  both  deter- 
mined to  avoid  towns  for  the  future  and 
sleep  in  hamlets. 

At  last  the  path  went  betncen  two  houses, 
and  turned  the  party  out  into  a  wide  nmddy 
liigh-road.  bordered,  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach  on  cither  hand,  by  an  unsightly  vil- 
lage. The  houses  stood  well  back,  leaving 
a  ribbon  of  waste  land  on  either  side  of  the 
road,  whcrt-  there  were  stacks  of  (irewood. 
carts,  barn.ws,   rubbish-heaps,  and   a  little 

doubtful  grass.      Away  on  the  left,  a  gaunt 
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tower  stood  in  the  middle  of  tlu-  street. 
What  it  IiJid  been  in  past  ages,  I  know  not : 
probably  a  hold  in  time  of  war :  but  now- 
a-days  it  bore  an  illegible  dial-plate  in  its 
upper  parts,  and  near  the  bottom  an  iron 
letter-box. 

The  iim  to  which  we  had  been  recom- 
mended at  Quartes  was  full,  or  else  the  land- 
lady did  not  like  our  looks.  I  ouglit  to 
say,  that  with  our  long,  damp  india-rubber 
bags,  we  picsentcd  rather  a  doubtful  type 
of  civilisation  :  like  rag-and-bone  men,  the 
( 'ii^inrtlv  imagined.  '•  Tlicse  gentlemen  arc 
pedlars  '. — Ccs  wcssicurs  sont dcs  UKurhniuls?  " 

asked  the  landlady.  And  then,  without 
waiting  for  an  answer,  which  I  suppose 
she  thought  supcrHuous  in  so  plain  a  case, 
recommended  us  to  a  butcher  who  lived 
hard  by  tiie  tower,  and  took  in  travellers 
to  lodge. 

Thither  went  we.  Hut  the  butcher  was 
flitting,  and  all  his  lK>ds  were  taken  down. 
Or  else  he  didn't  like  our  lof)k.  As,  a  part- 
ing sliol,  we  had  " 'I'hese  gentlemen  are 
pciilars  '"' 
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It  be^uM  to  ;(r<)\v  duik  in  carncsi.  NN'c 
could  no  loiif^cr  distinguish  .'lie  fjiccs  of  the 
people  who  passed  us  by  with  an  inarticu- 
late good-evening^.  And  the  householders 
of  Pont  seemed  very  economical  with  their 
oil ;  for  we  saw  not  a  single  window  lighted 
in  all  that  long  village.  I  believe  it  is  the 
longest  village  in  the  world ;  but  I  daresay 
in  our  predicament  every  pace  counted  three 
times  over.  W'e  were  much  east  down 
when  we  came  to  the  last  auberge ;  and 
looking  in  at  the  dark  door,  asked  timidly 
if  we  could  sleep  there  for  the  night.  A 
female  voice  assented  in  no  very  friendly 
tones.  We  clapped  the  bags  down  and 
f«)un<l  our  way  to  chairs. 

The  place  was  in  total  darkness,  save  a 
red  glov.-  in  the  chinks  and  ventiliit»)rs  of 
the  stove.  Hut  now  the  laiuJlady  ht  a  lamp 
Lo  sec  her  new  guests  ;  I  su[)posc  the  dark- 
ness was  what  saved  us  another  expulsion  ; 
for  I  cannot  say  she  h)oked  gratified  at  our 
ap|>earancc.  We  were  in  a  large  bare  apart- 
ntcnt,  adorned  with  two  allegorical  prints 
of  Music  ;ind   Tairiting,  and  a  copy  of  the 
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law  against  public  drunkenness.  On  one 
side,  there  was  a  l)it  of  a  bar,  witli  some 
balf-a-doy,en  l)ottles.  Two  labourers  sat 
waiting  supper,  in  attitudes  of  extreme 
weariness  ;  a  plain-looking  lass  l)uslled  about 
with  a  sleepy  ehild  of  two  ;  and  the  land- 
lady be«fan  to  derangt  the  pots  upon  the 
stove,  and  set  some  beefsteak  to  grill. 

"  These  gentlemen  are  pedlars  (  "  she  asked 
sharply.  And  that  was  all  the  eonversation 
forthcoming.  We  began  to  think  we  might 
he  pedlars  after  all.  I  never  knew  a  popu- 
lalion  with  so  narrow  a  range  of  conjecture 
as  the  innkeepers  of  Pontsur-Sambre.  Ihit 
manners  and  bearing  have  not  a  wider  cur- 
rency than  bank-notes.  Vou  have  oidy  to 
get  far  enough  out  of  your  beat,  and  all  your 
ae<'om|)lished  aus  will  go  for  nothing.  These 
Hainaulters  could  see  no  diflererjce  between 
«is  and  the  average  pedlar.  Indeed  we  had 
some  groimds  for  reflection  while  the  steak 
was  getting  ready,  to  see  how  perfectly  they 
accepted  us  at  their  own  valuation,  and  how 
ou*-  best  politeness  and  best  <irorts  at  enter- 
tainment seeme<l  to  tit  (piite  suitably  with 
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tlu"  cli.iiwtcr  <»r  psukuR'n.  At  itust  it 
seemed  a  i^ood  ;u  (  ount  of  the  profession  in 
Fr:inee,  that  even  before  sueh  jud^'es  wc 
eonld  not  liesit  them  at  our  own  weapons. 

At  hist  wc  were  called  to  table.  The  two 
hinds  (and  one  of  Iheni  looked  sadly  worn 
and  white  in  the  faee,  as  thon^di  sick  witii 
over-work  and  under  feed in^r)  supped  of!'  a 
sin«,de  plate  of  some  sort  of  bread-berry, 
son\e  potatoes  in  their  jaekets,  a  snudl  cup 
of  eoflee  sweetened  with  sujr:ir-eandy.  and 
one  tumbler  of  swipes.  The  landlad  , .  her 
son.  and  the  hiss  aforesaid,  took  the  same. 
( )ur  meal  was  (piite  a  ba?iquet  by  comparison. 
We  had  some  beefsteak,  not  so  tender  as 
il  mi«,dii  have  been,  some  of  the  potatoes, 
some  cheese,  an  extra  ^dass  of  the  swipes, 
ami  white  sugar  in  our  coHee. 

You  see  what  it  is  to  be  a  «rentleman — I 
bcff  your  pardon,  what  it  is  to  be  a  pedlar. 
It  had  not  before  occurred  to  me  that  a 
pedlar  was  a  «,'reat  man  in  a  labourer's  ale- 
house;  but  now  that  I  had  to  enact  the  part 
for  .m  evemng.  I  foimd  that  so  it  was.  lie 
has  in  his  hetlge  (piarters  somewhat  the  same 
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|)rc-eiiiint'iK'y  as  Llie  inaii  who  lakes  u  private 
parlour  in  an  hotel.  The  more  you  look  into 
it,  the  more  infinite  are  the  ehissdistinetions 
amorij,'  men  ;  and  possibly,  hy  a  happy  dis- 
pensation, there  is  no  one  at  all  at  the  Itottom 
of  the  seale  ;  no  one  hut  can  lind  some  supe- 
riority over  somebody  else,  to  keep  up  his 
pride  withal. 

We  were  dis[)leased  enough  with  our  fare. 
Particularly  the  C'i^mrtlc ;  for  I  tried  to 
make  believe  that  1  was  anuised  with  the 
adventure,  tough  beefsteak  and  all.  Ac- 
cordin*^  to  the  liUeretian  maxinj,  our  steak 
should  have  been  flavoured  by  the  look  of 
the  other  people's  bread-berry.  Hut  we  did 
not  find  it  so  in  practice.  Vou  may  have  a 
hcad-kn()wlcdj,'e  that  other  people  live  more 
poorly  than  yourself,  but  it  is  not  agreeable 

I    was   going   to   say,    it   is   against   the 

eli<|uetle   of  the   universe — to   sit   at    the 

same  table  and  pick  your  own  superior  diet 

from  among  their  crusts.     I    had  not  seen 

such  a  thing  done  since  the  greedy  boy  at 

school  with  his  birthday  cake.     It  was  odious 

enough  to  witness,  I  could  remember ;  and 
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I  had  never  thou^rht  to  play  the  part  myself. 
Hut  there  again  you  sec  what  it  is  to  be  a 
pedhir. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  poorer  chisses 
in  our  country  are  nuuli  more  charitably 
disposed  than  their  superiors  in  wealth.  And 
I  fancy  it  must  arise  a  great  deal  from  the 
comparative  indistinction  of  the  easy  and 
the  not  so  easy  in  these  ranks.  A  work- 
man or  a  pedlar  cannot  shutter  himself  off 
from  his  less  comfortable  neighbours.  If  he 
treats  himself  to  a  luxury,  he  must  do  it 
in  the  face  of  a  dozen  who  oannot.  ^Vnd 
what  should  more  directly  lead  to  charitable 
thoughts?  .  .  .  Thus  the  poor  man,  camp- 
ing out  hi  life,  sees  it  as  it  is,  and  knows 
that  every  mouthful  he  puts  in  his  belly 
has  been  wrenched  out  of  the  fingers  of  the 
hungry. 

But  at  a  certain  stage  of  prosperity,  as  in 
a  balloon  ascent,  the  fortunate  person  passes 
through  a  zone  of  clouds,  and  sublunary 
matters  are  thenceforward  hidden  from  his 
view.     He  sees  nothing  but  the  heavenly 

bodies,  all  in  admirable  order,  and  positively 
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as  good  as  new.  He  finds  himself  sur- 
rounded in  the  most  touching  manner  by 
the  attentions  of  Providence,  and  compares 
himself  involuntarily  with  the  lilies  and  the 
skylarks.  He  docs  not  precisely  sing,  of 
course ;  but  then  he  looks  so  unassuming  in 
his  open  landau!  If  ail  the  world  dined 
at  one  table,  this  philosophy  would  meet 
with  some  rude  knocks. 
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Like  the  lackeys  in  Moliere's  farce,  when 
the  true  nobleman  broke  in  on  their  high 
life  below  stairs,  we  were  destined  to  be 
confronted  witli  a  real  pedlar.  1o  make 
the  lesson  still  more  poignant  for  fallen 
gentlemen  like  us,  he  was  a  pedlar  of  in- 
finitely more  consideration  than  the  sort  of 
scurvy  fellows  we  were  taken  for :  like  a 
lion  among  mice,  or  a  ship  of  war  bearing 
down  upon  two  cock-boats.  Indeed,  he  did 
not  deserve  the  name  of  pedlar  at  all :  he 
was  a  travelling  merchant. 

I  suppose  it  was  about  half-past  tight 
when  this  worthy,  Monsieur  IJector  (Milliard 
of  Maubeuge,  turned  up  at  the  ale-house 
door  in  a  tilt  cart  drawn  by  a  donkey,  and 
cried  cheerily  on  the  inhabitants.  He  was 
a  lean,  nervous  flibbertigibbet  of  a  man, 
with  something  the  look  of  an  actor,  and 
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something  the  look  of  u  horse  jockey.  He 
had  evidently  prospered  without  any  of  the 
favours  of  education ;  for  he  adhered  with 
stern  simplicity  to  the  masculine  gender, 
and  in  the  course  of  the  evening  passed  off 
some  fancy  futures  in  a  very  florid  style  of 
architecture.  \\'ith  him  came  his  wife,  a 
comely  young  woman  with  her  hair  tied 
in  a  yellow  kerchief,  and  their  son,  a  little 
fellow  of  four,  in  a  blouse  and  military  hcpi 
It  was  notable  that  the  child  was  many 
degrees  better  dressed  than  either  of  the 
parents.  Wc  were  informed  he  was  already 
at  a  boarding-school;  but  the  holidays 
having  just  commenced,  he  was  off  to  spend 
them  with  his  parents  on  a  cruise.  An 
enchanting  holiday  occupation,  was  it  not  t 
to  travel  all  day  with  father  and  mother  in 
the  tilt  cart  full  of  countless  treasures  ;  the 
green  country  rattling  by  on  either  side,  and 
the  children  in  all  tlie  villages  contemplating 
him  with  envy  and  wonder?  It  is  better 
fun,  during  the  holidays,  to  be  the  son  of 
a  travelling   merchant,  than  son   and  heir 

to  the  greatest  cotton-spinner  in  creation. 
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And  as  for  bciii^r  u  lei^rniM^r  prince— indeed 
I  never  snw  one  if  it  was  not  Master 
Ciilliurd  ! 

Willie  U.    Hector  and   the  son   of  the 
Iiouse   Avere   putting   up   tlie   donkey,   and 
getting  all  the  valuables  under  lock  and  key, 
the  landlady  warmed  up  the  remains  of  our 
beefsteak,  and  fried   the   cold   potatoes  in 
slices,  and  Madame  (Milliard  set  herself  to 
waken  the  boy.  who  had  come  far  that  day, 
and  was  peevish  and  daz/lcd  by  the  light. 
He  was  no  sooner  awake  than  he  oegan  to 
prepare  hiiii-.^If  for  supper  by  eating  galette, 
unripe  pears,  and  cold  potatoes— with,  so  far 
as  I    could  judge,   positive   benefit  to   his 
appetite. 

The  landlady,  fired  with  motherly  enmla- 
fcion,  awoke  her  own  little  girl ;  and  the  two 
children  were  confronted.  Master  Gilliard 
locked  at  her  for  a  moment,  very  nmch 
as  a  dog  looks  at  his  own  reflection  in  a 
mirror  before  he  turns  away.  He  was 
at  that  time  absorbed  in  the  galette.  His 
niother  seemed  crestfallen  that  he  should 
display  so  little  inclination  towards  the  other 
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sex  ;  juid  expressed  her  disappointment  w  itli 
some  candour  and  u  very  proper  reference 
to  the  inHuence  of  years. 

Sure  enough  a  time  will  come  when  he 
will  pay  more  attention  to  the  {^irls,  and 
think  a  great  deal  less  of  his  mother  :  let 
us  hope  she  will  like  it  as  well  as  slie  seemed 
to  fancy.  IJut  it  is  odd  enough  ;  the  very 
women  who  profess  most  contempt  for  man- 
kind as  a  sex,  seem  to  find  even  its  ugliest 
particulars  rather  lively  and  high-minded  in 
their  own  sons. 

The  little  girl  looked  longer  and  with 
more  interest,  probably  because  she  was  in 
her  own  house,  while  he  was  a  traveller  and 
accustomed  to  strange  sights.  ^Vnd  besides 
there  was  no  galette  in  l'*"  ease  with  her. 

^Vll  the  time  of  supper,  there  was  nothing 
spoken  of  but  my  young  lord.  The  two 
parents  were  both  .-.bsurdly  fond  of  their 
child.  Monsieur  kept  insisting  on  his  saga- 
city :  how  he  knew  all  the  children  at  school 
by  name ;  and  whe  '  this  utterly  failed  on 
trial,  how  he  was  cautions  and  exact  to  a 

strange  degree,  and  if  asked   anything,  he 
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wouM  sit  and  think-and  thi„k,  and  if  l,e 
*1h1  not  know  it,  -  my  faiti,,  he  wouldn't  tell 
you  at  ii\\~„iafhi,  il  nv  vans  Ic  dim  pas".- 
which   is  certainly   a  very  hi^rh  degree  of 
caution.     At  intervals,   M.    Hector   would 
appeal  to  his  wife,  with  his  niouth  full  of 
l)eefsteak,  as  to  the  little  fellow's  age  at  such 
or  such  a  time  when  he  had  said  or  done 
sometliing  memorable ;  and  I  noticed  that 
Madame  usuall)  ,M)oli-poohed  these  inquiries. 
She  herself  was  not  boastful  in  her  vein  • 
but  she  never  had  her  fill  of  caressing  the' 
rhild;   and   she   seemed   to   take  a  gentle 
pleasure  in  recalling  all  that  was  fortunate 
m  his  httle  existence.     No  schoolboy  could 
have  talked  more  of  the  holidays  which  were 
.just  beginning  and  less  of  the  black  school- 
tune   which  must  inevitably   follow   after 
She  showed,  with  a   pride   perhaps  partly 
mercantile   in    origin,   his   pockets   prepos- 
terously swollen  with  tops  and  whistles  and 
■string.     ^Vhen  she  called  at  a  house  in  the 
wa}   of  business,  it  appeared  he  kept  her 
eompany ;  and  whenever  a  sale  was  made, 
received  a  sou  out  of  the  proHt.     Indeed 
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they  spoiled  him  vastly,  these  two  good 
people.  Hut  they  had  an  eye  to  his  manners 
for  all  that,  and  reproved  him  for  some  little 
faults  in  breeding,  which  occurred  from  time 
to  tiine  during  supper. 

On  the  whole,  I  was  not  much  hurt  at 
being  taken  for  a  pedlar.  I  might  think 
that  I  ate  with  greater  delicacy,  or  that  my 
mistakes  in  French  belonged  to  a  different 
order;  but  it  was  plain  that  these  distinc- 
tions would  be  thrown  away  upon  the  land- 
lady and  the  two  labourers.  In  all  essential 
things,  we  and  the  Gilliards  cut  very  much 
the  same  figure  in  the  ale-house  kitchen. 
M.  Hector  was  more  at  home,  indeed,  and 
took  a  higher  t< .  ''  '^  the  world  ;  hut  that 
was  explicable  •  v  _,.ound  of  his  driving 
a  donkey-cart,  wh^..  we  poor  bodies  tramped 
afoot.  I  daresay,  the  rest  of  the  company 
thought  us  dying  with  envy,  though  in  no 
ill  sense,  to  be  as  far  up  in  the  profession  as 
the  new  arrival. 

And  of  one  thing  I  am  sure :  that  every 

one  thawed  and  became  more  humanised 

and  conversible  as  soon  as  these  innocent 
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IK'oplc  appeared  upon  tiie  scene.     I  v.oiiI(I 
not  very  readily  trust  the  travelling'  nicrcliant 
with  any  extravagant  sum  of  money  ;  l)ut  I 
am  sure  his  heart   was  in  the  right  place. 
In  this  mixed  world,  if  you  can  find  one  or 
two  sensible  places  in  a  man— above  all,  if 
you  should  find  a  whole  family  living  to- 
gether on  such   pleasant  terms— you   may 
surely  be  satisfied,  and   take  the  rest  for 
granted;  or,  what  is  a  great  deal  better, 
boldly  make  up  your  mind  that  you  can  do 
perfectly  well  Mithout  the  rest;   and  that 
ten  thousand  bad  traits  cannot  make  a  single 
good  one  any  the  less  good. 

It  was  getting  late.  M.  Hector  lit  a 
stable  lantern  and  went  off  to  his  cart  for 
some  arrangements ;  and  my  young  gentle- 
man proceeded  to  divest  hiniself  of  the 
better  part  of  his  raiment,  and  play  gym- 
nastics on  his  mother's  lap,  and  thence  on  to 
the  floor,  with  accompaniment  of  laughter. 
"Arc  you  going  to  sleep  alone  ?"  asked 
the  servant  lass. 

"There's  little  fear  of  that,"  says  Master 
(Milliard. 
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"  Vou  sleep  alone  at  school,"  objected  liis 
mother.    •'  Conic,  come,  you  must  be  a  man." 

But  he  protested  tliat  school  was  a  different 
matter  from  the  holidays ;  that  there  were 
dormitories  at  scliool ;  and  silenced  the  dis- 
cussion with  kisses :  his  mother  smiling,  no 
one  l)etter  pleased  tlian  she. 

There  certainly  was,  as  he  phrased  it,  very 
little  fear  that  he  should  sleep  alone;  for 
there  was  but  one  bed  for  the  trio.  We,  on 
our  part,  had  firmly  protested  a<^ainst  one 
man's  accommodation  for  two :  and  we  had 
a  double-bedded  pen  in  the  loft  of  the  house, 
furnished,  beside  the  beds,  with  exactly  three 
hat-pegs  and  one  table.  There  was  not  so 
much  as  a  glass  of  water.  liut  the  window 
would  open,  by  good  fortune. 

Some  time  before  I  fell  asleep  the  loft  was 
full  of  the  sound  of  mighty  snoring :  the 
Gilliards,  and  th.e  labourers,  and  the  people 
of  the  inn,  all  at  it,  I  suppose,  with  one  con- 
sent. The  young  moon  outside  shone  very 
clearly  over  Pont-sur-Sambrc,  and  down 
upon  the  ale-house   where  all    .ve  pedlars 

were  abed. 
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Ix  the  morning,  when  we  canit-  downstiiirs, 
the  landlady  pointed  out  to  us  two  pails 
of  water  behind  the  street-door.  "  roilii 
(Ic  l\'<iu  pour  vous  dclxahouilkr,""  says  she. 
And  so  there  we  made  a  shift  to  wash  our- 
selves, while  Madame  (iilliard  brushed  the 
family  boots  on  the  outer  doorstep,  and 
M.  Hector,  whistling  cheerily,  arranged  some 
small  goods  for  the  day's  campaign  in  a  port- 
able chest  of  drawers,  which  formed  a  part  of 
his  baggage.  Meanwhile  the  child  was  let- 
ting off  Waterloo  crackers  all  over  the  floor. 
I  wonder,  by -the- bye,  what  they  call 
A\'aterloo  crackers  in  France;  perhaps 
Austerlitz  crackers.  There  is  a  <rreat  deal 
in  the  point  of  view.  Do  you  remember 
the  Frenchman  who,  travelling  by  way  of 
Southampton,  was  put  down  in  Waterloo 

Station,  and  had  to  drive  across  A>'aterloo 
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lJri(l<rc  i    He  liud  a  mind  to  go  home  aguin, 
it  seems. 

Pont  itself  is  on  the  ri\er,  but  whereas  it 
is  ten  minutes'  walk  from  Quaites  by  dry 
land,  it  is  six  weary  kilometres  by  water. 
We  left  our  bags  at  the  inn.  and  walked  to 
our  canoes  through  the  \\et  orchards  unen- 
cumbered.    Someof  the  children  axmc  there 
to  see  us  ofr,  but  we  were  no  longer  the 
mysterious  beings  of  the  night  before.     A 
departure  is  much  less  romantic    than    an 
unexplained  arrival  in  the  golden  evening. 
iVlthough  we  might  be  greatly  taken  at  a 
ghost's  first  appearance,  we  should  behold 
him  vanish  with  comparative  equanimity. 

The  good  folk  of  the  inn  at  Pont,  when 
we  called  there  for  the  bags,  were  overcome 
with  marvelling.  At  sight  of  these  two 
dainty  little  boats,  with  a  fluttering  Unioi 
Jack  on  each,  and  all  the  varnish  shining 
from  the  sponge,  they  began  to  perceive  that 
they  had  entertained  angels  unawares.  The 
landlady  stood  upon  the  bridge,  probably 
lamenting  she  had  charged  so  little ;  the  son 
ran  to  and  fro,  and  called  out  the  neighbours 
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to  enjoy  the  sight;  and  we  paddled  away 
from  quite  a  crowd  of  rapt  observers.  'J'hese 
gentlemen  pedlars,  indeed!  Now  you  see 
their  quality  too  late. 

The  whole  day  was  showery,  with  occa- 
sional drenching  pliunps.  We  were  soaked 
to  the  skiji,  then  partially  dried  in  the  sim, 
then  soaked  once  more.  Rut  there  were 
some  calm  intervals,  and  one  notably,  when 
we  were  skirting  the  forest  of  Mormal,  a 
sinister  name  to  the  ear,  l)ut  a  place  most 
gratifying  to  sight  and  smell.  It  looked 
solemn  along  the  river-side,  drooping  its 
boughs  into  the  water,  and  piling  them  up 
aloft  into  a  wall  of  leaves.  What  is  a  forest 
but  a  city  of  nature's  own,  full  of  hardy 
and  innocuous  living  things,  where  there  is 
notliing  dead  and  nothing  made  with  the 
hands,  but  the  citizens  themselves  are  the 
houses  and  public  monuments  ?  There  is 
nothing  so  much  alive,  and  yet  so  quiet,  as 
a  woodland ;  and  a  pair  of  people,  swinging 
past  in  canoes,  feel  very  small  and  bustling 
by  comparison. 

And  surely  of  all  smells  in  the  world,  the 
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smell  of  many  trees  is  the  sweetest  and  most 
fortifyincr.     Tiie  sea  lias  a  rude,  pistolling 
sort  of  odour,  that  takes  you  in  the  no'^trils 
like  snuir,  and  carries  wit'i  it  a  fine  sentiment 
of  open  water  and  tall  ships ;  but  the  smell 
of  a  forest,  which  comes  nearest  to  this  in 
tonic  quality,  surpasses  it  by  many  degrees 
in  the  quality  of  softness.     Again,  the  smell 
of  the  sea  has  little  variety,  but  the  smell  of 
a  forest  is  infinitely  changeful ;  it  varies  with 
the  hour  of  the  day,  not  in  strength  merely, 
but  in  chaiact(  !•;  and  the  different  sorts  of 
trees,  as  you  go  from  one  zone  of  the  wood 
to   another,  seem  to  live   among  different 
kinds  of  atmosphere.     Tsually  the  resin  of 
the  fir  predominates.     Hut  sonie  woods  are 
more  coquettish    in  their  habits:   and   the 
breath  of  the  forest  of  Mormal,  as  it  came 
aboard  upon  us  that  sliowery  afternoon,  was 
perfumed    with   nothing  less   delicate  than 
sweetbriar. 

I  wish  our  way  had  always  lain  among 
woods.  Trees  arc  the  most  civil  society. 
An  old  oak  that  has  been  growing  where  he 
stands  since  before  I  he  Reformation,  taller 
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than   many  spires,  inoR    stately  than   the 
greater  part  of  moui/.ains,  and  yet  a  living 
thing,  lijible  to  sicknesses  and  death,  like 
yon  and  me :  is  not  that  in  itself  a  speaking 
lesson  in  history  ?     IJut  acres  on  acres  full 
of  such  patriarchs  contiguously  rooted,  their 
green   tops    billowing    in    the    wind,    tlieir 
stalwart  younglings  pushing  up  about  their 
knees :  a  whole  forest,  healthy  and  beautiful, 
giving  colour  to  the  light,  giving  perfume 
to  the  air:  Avhat  is  this  but  the  most  im- 
posing piece  in  nature's  repertory?     Heine 
v/ished  to  lie  like  Merlin  under  tb    oaks  of 
IJroceliande.     I  should  not  be  satisfied  with 
one  tree ;  but  if  the  wood  grew  together  like 
a  banyan  grove,  I  would  be  buried  imder 
the  tap-root  <jf  the  whole ;  my  parts  should 
circulate   from  oak  to   oak;   and   my  con- 
sciousness should  be  diffused  abroad  in  all 
the  forest,  and  give   a   common   heart   to 
that  assembly   of  green   spires,  so  that   it 
also    might    rejoice    in    its    own    loveliness 
.'•nd    dignity.     I   think    I    feel   a    thousand 
squirrels  leaping  from   bough   to  imugh  in 
my   vast    mausoleum;    and   the   birds    ;md 


ON    THE    SAMUUE   C  ANALISEI) 

the  winds  merrily  coursing  over  its  uneven, 
leafy  surrucc. 

Alas !  the  forest  of  Monnal  is  only  a  little 
bit  of  a  wood,  and  it  was  hut  for  a  little  way 
tiiat  we  skirted  by  its  bounfl.tries.     And  the 
rest  of  the  time  the  rain  kept  comi  ig  in 
squirts  and  the  wind  in  squalls,  until  one's 
heart   grew  weary  of  such    fitful,  scolding 
weather,      it    was    odd    how    the   showers 
began  when  we  had  to  carry  the  boats  o\  er 
a   lock,  and  must  expose  our  legs.     They 
always   did.     'J'his  is   a  sort  of  thing  that 
readily    begets    a   personal    feeling  against 
nature.      There   seems  no  reason  why  the 
shower  should  not  come  five  minutes  before 
or  fi\e  minutes  after,  unless  you   suppose 
an  intention  to  affront  you.     The  Cigarette 
had  a  mackintosh  which  put  him  rnore  or 
less  above  these  contrarieties.     13ut  I   had 
to  bear  the  brunt  uncovered.     I   began  to 
remember  that  nature  was  a  woman.     My 
companion,  in  a  rosier  temper,  listened  with 
great    satisfaction    to    my    Jeremiads,    and 
ironically   concurred.     He   instanced,   as   a 
cognate   matter,  the  action   of  the   tides 
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'•  which,"  said  he,  '*  was  altoirether  designed 

ibr  the  eonfwsioii  of  canoeists,  except  in  so 

far  as  it  was  caleuhited   to   minister  to   a 

barren  vanity  on  the  part  of  the  moon." 

At  tlie  last  lock,  some  little  way  ont  of 

Landrecies,    I   rcfnsed    to   go  any  farlher ; 

and  sat  in  a  drift  of  rain  by  the  side  of  the 

bank,  to  have  a  reviving  pipe.     A  vivacious 

old  man,  whom   I   take  to  have  been  the 

devil,  drew  near  and  questioned  me  about 

our  journey,     in  the  fulness  of  my  heart,  I 

laid  bare  our  plans  before  him.     He  said  it 

was  the  silliest  enterprise  that  ever  he  heard 

of.     Why,  did  I  not  know,  he  asked  me, 

that  it  was  nothing  but  locks,  locks,  locks, 

the  whole  way  t  not  to  mention  that,  at  this 

season  of  the  year,  we  should  find  the  Oise 

quite  dry?     "Get  into   a  train,  my  little 

young  man,"  said   he,  "and  go  you  away 

home  to  your  parents."     I  \/as  so  astounded 

at  the  man's  malice,  that  I  could  only  stare 

at  him  in  silence.     ^V  tree  would  never  have 

spoken  to  me  hke  tliis.     At  last  I  got  out 

with   some    words.     We    had    come    from 

Antwerp  already,  I  told  him,  which  was  a 

70 


ox    THE   SaMBRE   canalised 

good  long  way ;  and  we  should  uo  the  rest 
in  spite  of  him.  Yes,  I  said,  if  there  were 
no  other  reason,  I  would  do  it  now,  just 
becaus  he  had  dared  to  say  we  could  not. 
The  pleasant  old  gentleman  looked  at  me 
sneeringly,  made  an  allusion  to  my  canoe, 
and  marched  off,  waggling  his  head. 

I  was  still  inwardly  fuming,  when  up 
came  a  pair  of  young  fellows,  who  imagined 
I  was  the  Cigarettes  servant,  on  a  com- 
parison, I  suppose,  of  my  bare  jersey  with 
the  other's  mackintosh,  and  asked  me  many 
questions  about  my  place  and  my  master's 
character.  I  said  he  was  a  good  enough 
fellow,  but  had  this  absurd  voyage  on  the 
head.  "O  no,  no,"  said  one,  "you  must 
not  say  that ;  it  is  not  absurd ;  it  is  very 
courageous  of  him."  I  believe  ti.ese  were 
a  couple  of  angels  sent  to  give  me  heart 
again.  It  was  truly  fortifying  to  repro- 
duce all  the  old  man's  insinuations,  as  if 
they  were  original  to  me  in  my  character 
of  a  malcontent  footman,  and  have  them 
brushed  away  like  so  many  flies  by  these 
admirable  young  men. 
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When  I  recounted  this  aflair  to  the 
rifiuntlc,  "They  must  have  a  einious  idea 
of  how  Kll^dish  servants  l)ehave,'  says  he 
<liyly,  "for  you  treated  me  like  a  brute  beast 
Jit  the  loek."' 

I    was   a  good   deal   mortified;   but   my 
temper  iiad  sulTered,  it  is  a  fact. 


I 

<  J; 


72 


AT   J.ANDllECIES 

At   I.;iii(lrccics  the  rain  still  fell  uiul   the 
wind  still  hlew;    but  we  found  u  double- 
heddcd  room  with  plenty  of  furniture,  reul 
water-jugs   with   real   water  in   them,  and 
dhiner :  a  real  dinner,  not  innoeent  of  real 
wme.     After  having  been  a  pedlar  for  one 
night,  and  a  butt  for  the  elements  during 
the  whole  of  the  next  day,  these  comfort- 
al)le   eircumstanees   fell   on    my  heart   like 
sunshine.     There  was  an  English  fruiterer 
at  dinner,  travelling  with  a  Belgian  fruiterer ; 
in  the  evening  at  the  cafe,  we  watelied  our 
compatriot  drop  a  good  deal  of  money  at 
corks;   and   I   don't  know  why,  but  this 
pleased  us. 

It  turned  out  we  were  to  see  more  of  Lan- 
dreeies  than  we  expected ;  for  the  weather 
next  day  was  simply  bedlamite.  It  is  not 
the  place  one  would  have  chosen  for  a 
day's  rest ;  for  it  consists  almost  entirely  of 
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I'ortiliiations.  Within  the  rainpjirts,  si  (rw 
blocks  of  liouses,  ;i  loii^  row  of  hjinticks, 
juul  ;i  church,  figure,  with  what  countenance 
they  may,  as  the  town.  There  seems  to  be 
no  trade :  and  a  shopkeeper  from  whom  I 
bought  a  sixpetmy  flint-and-steel,  was  so 
nmch  afl'ectcd  that  he  tilled  my  pockets 
with  spare  flints  into  the  bargain.  The 
only  public  buildings  that  had  any  interest 
for  us  were  the  hotel  and  the  c(t/(\  Hut 
we  visited  the  church.  There  lies  Marshal 
Clarke.  Hut  as  neither  of  us  had  ever 
heard  of  that  military  hero,  ne  bore  the 
associations  of  the  spot  with  fortitude. 

In  all  garrison  towns,  guard-calls,  and 
Kvcillcs,  and  such  like,  make  a  fine  roman- 
tic interlude  in  civic  business.  Hug!  ,,  and 
drums,  and  fifes,  are  of  themselves  most 
excellent  things  in  nature;  and  when  they 
carry  the  mind  to  marching  armies,  and  the 
pictm-esque  vicissitudes  of  war,  they  stir  up 
something  proud  in  the  heart.  IJut  in  a 
shadow  of  a  town  like  I  andrccies,  with  little 
else  moving,  these  points  of  war  made  a  pro- 
portionate commotion.     Indeed,  they  were 
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the  only  tilings  to  it'inciiiber.  It  was  just 
llie  place  U)  hear  the  round  going  liy  at 
rnght  in  the  darkness,  with  the  solid  tramp 
of  men  marching,  and  the  startling  rever- 
hcrations  of  the  drum.  It  reminded  you, 
that  even  this  place  was  a  point  in  the  great 
warfaring  system  of  Europe,  and  might 
on  some  future  day  he  ringed  about  with 
eannon  smoke  and  thunder,  and  make  itself 
a  name  amo'ig  strong  towns. 

The  drum,  at  any  rate,  from  its  martial 
voice  and  notable  physiological  eii'ect,  nay, 
even  from  its  cumbrous  and  comical  shape, 
stands    alone    among    the    instruments    of 
noise.     And  if  it  be  true,  as  I  have  heard  it 
said,  that  drums  are  covered  with  asses'  skin, 
what  a  picturesque  irony  is  tliere  in  that! 
As  if  this  long-suffering  animal's  hide  had 
not  been  sulKcicntly  belaboured  during  life, 
now  by  Lyonncse  eostermongers,  now   by 
presumptuous  Hebrew  prophets,  it  nmst  be 
stripped  from  his  poor  hinder  quarters  after 
death,   stretched    on    a   drum,   and   beaten 
night  after  night  round  the  streets  of  every 
garrison    town    in    Europe.     And    up    the 
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liti^Hits  of  Alma  uiid  Spitlitrcn.  and  wher- 
ever death  has  his  red  Ha<,'  a-tlyin^'.  and 
sounds  his  own  potent  tuek  upon  the  ean- 
nons.  there  also  nuist  tlie  drinniner-l»oy, 
hmryin",'  with  white  lace  over  fallen  com- 
rades, hatter  and  hemaul  this  slip  of  skin 
from  the  loins  of  peaeeahle  donkeys. 

(Generally  a  man  is  never  more  uselessly 
employed  than  when  he  is  at  this  trick  of 
bastinadoing  asses'  hide.  We  know  what 
elFect  it  has  in  life,  and  how  your  dull  ass 
will  not  mend  his  pace  with  heating.  Hut 
in  this  state  of  nuumny  and  melancholy  sur- 
vival of  itself,  when  the  hollow  skin  rever- 
berates to  tlie  drummer's  wrist,  and  each 
dub-a-dub  goes  direct  lo  a  man's  heart,  and 
puts  madness  there,  and  that  disposition  of 
the  pulses  which  we.  in  our  big  way  of  talk- 
ing, nickname  Heroism  :  —is  there  not  some- 
thing in  the  nature  of  a  revrnge  upon  the 
donkeys  persecutors?  Of  old.  he  might 
say,  you  drubbed  me  up  hill  and  down  dale, 
and  I  must  endure;  but  now  that  I  am 
dead,  those  dull  thwacks  tluit  were  scarcely 

audible  in  country  lanes,  have  become  stir- 
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riufr  MHisic  in  trout  of  the  lin>„le ;  :„ul  fo,- 
every  l,l(,w  that  you  lay  on  n.y  ,,1,1  orrat- 
<'oat.  you  will  see  a  connadc  stumble  and 
(all. 

Xofc  lo.i^r  Hftcr  the  (hums  luul  passed  the 
rq/r,  the  Ci::mrffr  an.l  the  Jrcf/n,,a  hc^nn 
to  ^rrou'  sleepy,  and  set  out  for  the  hotel, 
whieh  was  only  a  door  or  two  av/ay.     JUit 
ulthou^di  we  had  been  somewhat  indiirererit 
to  !.;i:uheeies,  Landreeies  had  not  been  in- 
•liferent  to  us.     AH  day.  we  learned,  people 
had  been  running'  out  between  the  squalls 
to  visit  our  two  boats.     I  fuuilreds  of  persons, 
so  said  report,  althou<r|,  it  fitted  ill  with  our 
idea  of  the  town-hundreds  of  persons  had 
"ispeeted  them   where  they  lay  in  a  eo.d- 
shed.     We   were    beeomin^r   lions   in   Lan- 
dreeies. who  had  been  ordy  pedlars  the  niyht 
Ijcforo  in  Punt. 

And  now,  when  we  left  the  nt/r,  we  were 
pursued  and  overtaken  at  the  hotel  door  by 
no  less  ;i  person  than  the  ./„or  ,1c  Paiv :  a 
fiuutionary,  as  far  as  I  can  nuike  out,  of  the 
character  of  a  Scots  SherifF-Substitute.  He 
«.-ive  us  his  card  and  invited  us  to  sun  with 
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him  OH  the  spot,  very  neutly,  very  ^riicefully, 
as  Frenclunen  enn  do  these  things.  It  was 
for  the  credit  of  Laiidrecies,  said  he;  and 
although  we  knew  very  well  liow  little  credit 
we  could  do  the  place,  we  nuist  have  hecn 
churlish  fellows  to  refuse  an  invitation  so 
politely  introduced. 

'I'he  house  of  the  Judge  was  close  hy  ;  it 
was  a  well-appointed  bachelor's  establish- 
inent,  with  a  curious  collection  of  old  brass 
warming-pans  upon  the  walls.  Some  of 
these  were  most  elaborately  carved.  It 
seemed  a  picturescpie  idea  for  .^  collector, 
^'ou  could  not  help  thinking  how  many 
night-caps  had  wagged  over  these  warming- 
pans  in  past  generations ;  what  jests  may 
have  been  made,  and  kisses  taken,  while 
they  were  in  service;  and  how  often  they 
had  been  uselessly  paraded  in  the  bed  of 
death.  If  they  could  oidy  speak,  .-it  what 
absurd,  indecorous  and  tragical  scenes  had 
they  not  })een  present ! 

The  wine  was  excellent,  ^^'hcn  we  made 
the  .Judge  our  compliments  u|)on  a  bottle, 
"  I  do  not  give  it  you  as  my  worst."  said 


f'ti 


AT   LANDRECIES 

lie.  I  wonder  when  Englishmen  will  learn 
these  hos])itahle  oraces.  They  are  worth 
learning;  they  set  off  life,  and  make  ordi- 
nary moments  ornamental. 

There    were    two    other     r.andrecienses 
present.     One  was  the  collector  of  some- 
thing or  other,  I  forget  what ;  the  other,  we 
weie  told,  was  the  principal  notary  of  the 
place.     So  it  happened  that  we  all  five  more 
or  less  followed  the  law.     At  this  rate,  the 
talk  was  pretty  certain  to  hecome  technical. 
The  aamrttc  expounded  the   Poor  J.aws 
very  magisterially.      And   a   little   later    I 
foimd  myself  laying  down  the  Scots  Law  of 
Illegitimacy,  of  which  I  am  glad  to  say  I 
know  nothing.    The  collector  and  the  notary, 
who  were  both  married  men,  accused  tliJ 
Judge,  who  was  a  bachelor,  of  having  started 
the   subject.      lie   deprecated    the   charge, 
with  a  conscious,  pleased  air,  just  like  all 
the  men  I  have  ever  seen,  be  they  Frencii 
or  English.     How  strange  that  we  should 
all,  in  our  unguarded  moments,  rather  like 
to  be  thought  a  bit  of  a   rogue    with  the 
women ! 
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As  the  evening  went  on,  the  wine  grew 
more  to  my  taste ;  the  spirits  proved  better 
than  the  wine ;  the  company  was  genial. 
This  was  the  highest  Avatcr  mark  of  popu- 
lar favour  on  the  whole  cruise.  -(Vfter  all, 
being  in  a  .Fudge's  house,  was  there  not  some- 
thing semi-oHicial  in  the  tribute  ?  And  so, 
remembering  wliat  a  great  country  France 
is.  we  did  full  justice  to  our  entcrtaimnent. 
T.andrecies  had  been  a  long  while  asleep 
before  we  returned  to  the  hotel ;  and  the 
sentries  on  the  ramparts  were  already  look- 
ing for  daybreak. 
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CANAI.   JJOATS 

Next  day  we  made  a  late  start  in  the  rain. 
The  Jud^re  poHtely  escorted  us  to  the  end 
of  the  lock  under  an  unihrelhi.  \\'e  had 
now  brought  ourselves  to  a  pitch  of  humility 
m  the  matter  of  weather,  not  often  attained 
except  in  the  Scottish  Highlands.  A  ra-  of 
blue  sky  or  a  glimpse  of  sunshine  set  our 
hearts  singing;  and  when  the  rain  was  not 
heavy,  we  counted  the  day  almost  fair. 

Long  lines  of  barges  lay  one  after  another 
ulorig  the  canal;  many  of  them  looking 
mighty  spruce  and  shipshape  in  their  jerkin 
of  Archangel  tar  picked  out  with  white  and 
green.  Some  carried  gay  iron  railings,  and 
quite  a  parterre  of  flower-pots.  Children 
played  on  the  decks,  as  heedless  of  the  rain 
as  if  they  had  bceji  brought  up  on  Loch 
Carron  side;  men  fished  over  the  gunwale 
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some  of  them  under  umbrellas ;  women  did 
Lheir  washing ;  and  every  barge  boasted  its 
mongrel  cur  by  way  of  watch-dog.  Each 
one  barked  furiously  at  the  canoes,  running 
alongside  until  he  had  got  to  the  end  of  his 
own  ship,  and  so  passing  on  the  word  to  the 
dog  aboard  the  next.  \\'e  must  have  seen 
something  like  a  hundred  of  these  embarka- 
tions in  the  course  of  that  day's  paddle, 
ranged  one  after  another  like  the  houses  in 
a  street ;  and  from  not  one  of  them  were 
we  disappointed  of  this  accompaniment.  It 
was  like  visiting  a  menagerie,  the  ('{^(trctfc 
remarked. 

These  little  cities  by  the  canal  side  had 
a  very  odd  ellect  upon  the  mind.  They 
seemed,  with  their  llo'  'er-pots  and  smoking 
chimneys,  tlieir  washings  and  dinners,  a 
rooted  piece  of  naliu'c  in  tiie  scene ;  and 
yet  if  only  tlie  eanal  below  were  to  open, 
one  junk  after  another  wouhl  hoist  sail  or 
harness  horses  and  swim  away  into  all 
parts  of  Fraiiee;  and  the  impromptu 
handet  wouUl  sej)arate,  house  by  house, 
to    tile    four     winds.     Ti»e    ehildren    who 
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played  tocrether  to-day  by  the  Sanibre 
and  Oise  Canal,  each  at  his  own  father's 
threshold,  when  and  where  nn",irht  they 
next  meet  ? 

For  some  time  past  the  subject  of  barges 
had  occupied  a  great  deal  of  our  talk,  smd 
we  had  projected  an  old  age  on  the  canals 
of  Europe.     It  was  to  be  tiie  most  leisurely 
of  progresses,  now  on  a  swift  river  at  the 
tail  of  a  steam-boat,  now  waiting  horses  for 
days  together  on  some  inconsiderable  j mic- 
tion.    We  should  be  seen  pottering  on  deck 
in  all  the  dignity  of  years,  our  white  beards 
falling  into  our  laps.      \\^e  were  ever  to  be 
busied  among  paint-pots;  so  that  there  should 
be   no  white  fresiier,   and  no  green    more 
emerald  than  ours,  in  all  the  navy  of  the 
canals.     Theie  should  be  books  in  tlie  (;abin, 
and  tobacco-jars,  and  some  old  liurgundy 
as  red  as  a  November  sunset  and  as  odorous 
as  a  violet  in  April.     Tlieie  siiould   be  a 
flageolet,  whence  the  Ci^^anttc,  with  cunning 
touch,  should   draw  melting   nmsic   under 
the  stars ;  or  perhaps,  laying  that  aside,  up- 
raise his  voice— somewhat  thinner  than  of 
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yore,  and  with  here  and  there  a  quaver,  or 
eall  it  a  natural  ^race-note — in  rieh  and 
solemn  psalmody. 

All  this,  simmering  in  my  mind,  set  me 
wishing  to  go  aboard  one  of  these  ideal 
houses  of  lounging.  I  had  plenty  to  choose 
from,  as  I  coasted  one  after  another,  and 
the  dogs  bayed  at  me  for  a  vagrant.  At 
last  I  saw  a  nice  old  man  and  his  wife  look- 
ing at  me  with  some  interest,  so  I  gave  them 
good-day  and  pulled  up  alongside.  I  began 
with  a  remark  upon  their  dog,  which  had 
somewliat  the  look  of  a  pointer;  thence  1 
slid  ijito  a  compliment  on  Madanie's  flowers, 
and  thence  itito  a  word  in  praise  of  their 
way  of  life. 

If  you  ventured  on  such  an  experiment 

in  England  you  would  get  a  slap  in  the  face 

at  once.     Tlie  life  would  be  shown  to  be  a 

vile  one,  not  without  a  side  shot  at  your 

better  fortune.     Now,  what  I  like  so  nuich 

in  France  is  the  clear  unHincliing  recognition 

J>y  everybody  of  his  own  luck.     They  all 

know  on  which  side  their  bread  is  buttered, 

and  take  a  pleasure  in  showing  it  to  others, 
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which  is  surely  the  better  part  of  rehgion. 
And  they  scorn  to  make  a  poor  mouth  over 
their  poverty,  which  I  take  to  be  the  better 
part  of  manliness.     I  have  heard  a  woman 
in  quite  a  better  position  at  home,  with  a 
good   bit  of  money  in  hand,  refer  to  her 
own    child    with    a    horrid    whine    as    "a 
poor  man's  child."     I  would  not  say  such 
a  thing  to  the  Duke  of  Westminster.     And 
the  French  are  full  of  this  spirit  of  inde- 
pendence.    Perhaps  it  is  the  result  of  re- 
publican   institutions,   as   they  call    them. 
Much  more  likely  it  is  because  there  are 
so  few  people  really  poor,  that  the  v  miners 
are  not  enough  to  keep  each  other  in  coun- 
tenance. 

The  people  on  the  barge  were  delighted 
to  hear  that  I  admired  their  state.  They 
understood  perfectly  well,  they  told  me, 
how  Monsieur  envied  them.  Without  doubt 
JMonsieur  was  rich  ;  and  in  that  case  he  might 
make  a  canal-boat  as  pretty  as  a  villa— yo/i 
comme  un  chateau.  And  with  that  they 
invited  me  on  board  their  own  water  villa. 

'I'hey  apologised  for  their  cabin;  they  had 
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not  l)ccn  rich  ciu)u.i;h  to  make  it  as  it  ou/rljt 

to  I)C. 

"  TIic  fire  should  have  been  hrrc.  at  this 
side,"  explained  the  Imshand.  *'  'J'heii  one 
nii^dit  l,;ive  :i  writin^r.t.-ihle  in  the  middle— 
l)ooks— and  "  (comprehensively)  "  all.  It 
Mould  be  quite  coquettish— j.y  .s'craii  toutn. 
fait  cofjnc/:'  And  he  looked  about  him  as 
thou',di  the  improvements  were  already  made. 
It  was  plainly  not  the  first  time  that  he  had 
thus  beautified  his  cabin  in  imagination; 
and  when  next  he  makes  a  hit,  I  should  ex- 
pect to  see  the  writini^-table  in  the  middle. 

Madame  had  three  birds  in  a  ca«re.     They 

were  no  great  thing,  she  explained.     Fine 

birds  were  so  dear.     'I'hey  had  sought  to  get 

a  llollandais  last  winter  in  Jlouen  (IJoucn  ? 

thought  I ;  and  is  this  mIioIc  mansion,  with 

its  dogs  and  birds  and  smoking  chimneys, 

so  far  a  traveller  as  that  ?  and  as  homely  an 

object  among  the  clifls  and  orchards  of  the 

Seine  as  on  the  green  plains  of  Sambre  ?) 

they  had  sought  to  get  a  IloUandui.s  last 

winter   in    Rouen ;   but   these   cost   fifteen 

franc-  apiece— picture  it— fifteen  francs  ! 
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*'  Pimr  Nil  tout  petit  oiscmi — For  quite  a 
little  bird,"  julflod  the  IiusIkuuI. 

As  I  eontitiued  to  jultniro,  tlic  apolof(cties 
(lied  away,  and  I  lie  jrood  people  began  to 
\m\ft  of  their  harf^e,  and  their  iiappy  eon- 
dition  in  life,  as  if  they  had  heen  Kmperor 
and  impress  oi  che  Indies.  It  was.  in  the 
Seots  phrase,  a  good  hearing,  and  put  me 
in  good  humour  with  the  world.  If  people 
knew  what  an  inspiriting  thing  it  is  to 
hear  a  man  boasting,  so  long  as  he  boasts 
of  what  he  really  has,  I  believe  they 
woidd  do  it  more  freely  and  with  r.  setter 
grace. 

They  began  to  ask  about  our  voyage. 
Vou  should  have  seen  how  they  sympathised. 
They  seemed  half  ready  to  give  up  their 
barge  and  follow  us.  IJut  these  aiiidlctti  are 
only  gypsies  semi-domesticated.  The  semi- 
domestication  came  out  in  rather  a  pretty 
form.  Suddenly  Madame's  brow  darkened. 
"  Ccpcndanty  she  began,  and  then  stopped ; 
and  tlicn  began  again  by  asking  me  if  I  were 
single  ? 

"  Yes,"  said  I. 
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"  And    your    fiierid    who    went    by  just 
now  ?  ' 

He  also  was  unmarried, 
()   then— all   was   well.     She   eould   not 
have  wives  left  alone  at  home;  hut  since 
there  were  no  wives  in   the  question,  we 
were  doiu/,'  the  best  we  eould. 

"  To  see  about  one  in  the  world/"  said  the 
husband,  ''//  nt/  ,t  (pic  ^y<— there  is  nothing 
else  worth  while.  A  man,  look  you,  who 
sticks  in  his  own  village  like  u  bear,"  he 
went  on,  "—very  well,  he  sees  nothing. 
And  then  death  is  the  end  of  all.  And  he 
has  seen  nothing." 

Madame  reminded  her  husband  of  an 
Englishman  who  had  come  up  this  canal  in 
a  steamer. 

"Perhaps  Mr.  Moens  in  the  yiciu\' \ 
suggested. 

"  That's  it,"  assent -d  the  Iiusband.  "  He 
had  his  wife  and  tauiily  with  him,  and 
servants.  ITe  came  ashore  at  all  the 
locks  and  asked  the  name  of  the  villages, 
whether  from  boatmen  or  lock-keepers; 
and  then  he  wrote,  wrote  them  down      Oh' 
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he  wrote  enormou*;Iy !     I  supi^sc  it  was  a 
wjigcr. " 

A  wager  was  a  common  enougli  cxplana- 
tioM  for  our  own  exploits,  but  it  seemed  an 
original  reason  for  taking  notes. 
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Hf.fokk  nine  next  morning  the  two  canoes 
were  installed  on  a  I'lcrht  country  cart  at 
J^itrenx:  and  we  were  soon  fbllowinfr  tlicm 
aloncjr  the  side  of  a  pleasant  valley  full  of 
hop-gardens  and  poplars.  iVgreeable  villages 
lay  here  and  there  on  the  slope  of  the  hill ; 
notably,  Tnpigny,  with  the  hop-poles  hang- 
ing their  garlands  in  the  very  street,  and  the 
houses  clustered  with  grapes.  There  was  a 
faint  enthusiasm  on  otn-  passage;  weavers 
put  their  heads  to  the  windows;  children 
cried  out  in  ecstasy  at  sight  of  the  two 
"boaties" — hnrqucttCH :  and  bloused  pedes- 
trians, who  were  acquainted  with  our  chario- 
teer, jested  v/ith  him  on  the  nature  of  his 
freight. 

We  had  a  shower  or  two,  but  light  and 
flying.  The  air  was  clean  and  sweet  among 
all  these  green  fields  and  green  things  groov- 
ing.    There  was  not  a  touch  of  autumn  in 
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the  weather.     And   when,  at    Viidctucuvi^ 
we  humelied  from  a  httle  lav  n  opposite  i 
mill,  the  sun   hmke  forth  ant.   ,i  L  .-M   ihc 
leaves  shiniiicr  in  the  valley  of  the  Oise. 
^  The  river  was  swollen  with  the  long  rains. 
From  Vadencourt  all  the  way  to  ()ri<,niy,  it 
ran  with  cver-quiekenin.ir  speed,  takin.jr  fresh 
heart  at  ench  mile,  and  raein*,'  as  tluMijirl,  it 
already  smelt  the  sea.     The  water  was  yellow 
and  turbulent,  swung  with  an  angry  eddy 
among  half-submerged  willows,  and  nlade  an 
angry  elatter  along  stony  shores.     'J'he  eourse 
kept  turning  and  turning  in  a  narrow  and 
well-timbered  valley.     Now  the  river  would 
approaeh  the  side,  and  run  griding  along  the 
chalky  base  of  the  hill,  and  show  us  a  few 
open    eolza-lields    aniong  the   trees.     Now 
it  would  .kirt  the  garden-walls  of  houses, 
where  we  might  catch  a  glimpse  through 
a  doorway,  and  sec  a  priest  pacing  in  the 
chequered  sunlight.   Again,  the  foliage  closed 
so  thickly  in  front,  that  there  seemed  to  be 
no  issue ;  only  a  thicket  of  willows,  over- 
topped by  elms  and  poplars,  under  which 
the  river  ran  Hush  and  fleet,  and  where  a 
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kingfisher  flew  past  like  a  piece  of  the  blue 
sky.  On  these  different  manifestations  the 
sun  poured  its  clear  and  catholic  looks. 
The  shadows  lay  as  solid  on  the  swift  sur- 
face of  the  stream  as  on  the  stable  meadows. 
The  light  sparkled  golden  in  the  dancing 
poplar  leaves,  and  brought  the  hills  into 
commuin'on  with  our  eyes.  And  all  the 
while  the  river  never  stopped  running  or 
took  breath  ;  and  the  reeds  along  the  whole 
valley  stood  shivering  from  top  to  toe. 

There  should  be  some  myth  (but  if  there 
is,  I  know  it  not)  founded  on  the  shivering 
of  the  reeds.     There  are  not  many  thi  ,gs  in 
nature  more  striking  to  man's  eye.     It  is 
such  an  eloquent  pantomime  of  terror ;  and 
to  see  such  a  number  of  terrified  creatures 
taking  sanctuary  in  every  nook  along  the 
shore,  is  enough  to  infect  a  silly  human  with 
alarm.     Perhaps  they  are  only  a-cold,  and  no 
wonder,  standing  waist-deep  in  the  stream. 
Or  perhaps  they  have  never  got  accustomed 
to  the  speed  and  fury  of  the  river's  flux,  or 
the  miracle  of  its  continuous  body.     Pan 
once  played  upon  their  forefathers  ;  and  so 
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by  the  hands  of  his  river,  lie  stiL  >lays  upon 
these  later  generations  down  all  the  valley 
of  the  Oise ;  and  plays  the  same  air,  both 
sweet  and  shrill,  to  tell  us  of  the  beauty  and 
the  terror  of  the  world. 

The  canoe  was  like  a  leaf  in  the  current. 
It  took  it  up  and  shook  it,  and  carried  it 
masterfully  away,  like  a  Centaur  carrying 
off  a  nymph.     To  keep  some  connnand  on 
our   direction   required    hard    and    diligent 
plying  of  the  paddle.     The  river  was  in  such 
a  hurry  for  the  sea !     Every  drop  of  water 
ran  in  a  panic,  like  as  many  j)cople  in  a 
frightened    crowd.     Hut    what    crowd   was 
ever   so    numerous,    or   so    single-minded? 
All  the  objects  of  sight  went  by  at  a  dance 
measure ;  the  eyesight  raced  with  the  racing 
river ;  the  exigencies  of  every  moment  kept 
the  pegs  screwed  so  tight,  that  our  being 
<iuivered  like  a  well-tuned  instrument ;  and 
the  blood  shook  oJl'  its  lethargy,  and  trotted 
through   all   the   highways  and   byways  of 
the  veins  and  arteries,  and  in  and  out  of  the 
heart,  as  if  circulation  were  but  a  holiday 
journey,  and  not  the  daily  moil  of  three- 
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score  years  and  ten.  The  reeds  niiglit  nod 
their  heads  in  warning,  and  with  tremulous 
gestures  tell  how  the  river  was  ;is  cruel  as 
it  was  strong  and  cold,  and  how  deatli  lurked 
in  the  eddy  underneath  the  willows.  IJut 
the  reeds  had  to  stand  where  they  were; 
and  those  who  stand  still  are  always  timid 
advisers.  As  for  us,  we  could  have  shouted 
aloud.  If  this  lively  and  beautiful  river 
were,  indeed,  a  thing  of  death's  contrivance, 
the  old  ashen  rogue  had  famously  outwitted 
himself  with  us.  I  was  living  three  to  the 
minute.  I  was  scoring  points  against  him 
every  stroke  of  my  paddle,  every  turn  of  the 
stream.  I  have  rarely  had  better  [)rolit  of 
my  life. 

For  I  think  we  may  look  upon  our  little 
private  war  with  death  somewhat  in  this  light. 
If  a  man  knows  he  will  sooner  or  later  be 
rol)bed  upon  a  journey,  he  will  have  a  bottle 
of  the  best  in  every  inn,  and  look  upon  all  his 
extravagances  as  so  nuich  gained  upon  the 
thieves.  And  above  all,  where  instead  of 
simply  spending,  he  makes  a  profitable  in- 
vestment for  some  of  bis  money,  when  it  will 
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be  out  of  risk  of  loss.  So  every  bit  of  brisk 
living,  and  above  all  when  it  is  healthful,  is 
just  so  much  gained  upon  the  wholesale 
filcher,  death.  We  shall  have  the  less  in  our 
pockets,  tlie  more  in  our  stomach,  when  he 
cries  stand  and  deliver.  A  swift  stream  is  a 
favourite  artifice  of  his,  and  one  that  brings 
him  in  a  comfortable  thing  per  animm  ;  but 
when  he  and  I  come  to  settle  our  accounts, 
I  shall  whistle  in  his  face  for  these  hours  upon 
the  upper  Oise. 

Towards  afternoon  we  got  fairly  drunken 
with  the  sunshine  and  the  exhilaration  of  the 
pace.  We  could  no  longer  contain  ourselves 
and  our  content.  'I'he  canoes  were  too  small 
for  us ;  we  must  be  out  and  stretch  ourselves 
on  shore.  ^Vnd  so  in  a  green  meadow  we 
bestowed  our  limbs  on  the  grass,  and  smoked 
deifying  tol)acco  and  proclaimed  the  world 
excellent.  It  was  the  last  good  liour  of  the 
day,  and  I  dwell  upon  it  with  extreme  com- 
placency. 

On  one  side  of  the  valley,  high  up  on 
the  chalky  sunmiit  of  the  hill,  a  plouglunan 
with  his  team  nppe;aed  and  dis.inpcared  at 
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regular  intervals.  At  each  revelation  he 
stood  still  for  a  few  seconds  against  the  sky  : 
for  all  the  world  (as  the  Cigarette  declared) 
like  a  toy  IJurns  who  should  have  just 
ploughed  up  the  Mountain  Daisy.  He  was 
the  only  living  thing  within  view,  unless  we 
are  to  count  the  river. 

On  the  otlier  side  of  the  valley  a  group  of 
red  roofs  and  a  helfry  showed  among  the 
foliage.     Thence  some  inspired  bell-ringer 
made  the  afternoon  nuisical  on  a  chime  of 
hells.     There  was  sometliing  very  sweet  and 
taking  in  the  air  he  played  ;  and  we  thought 
we  had  never  heard  bells  speak  so  intelligibly, 
or  sing  so  melodiously,  as  these.     It  nmst 
have  been  to  some  such  measure  that  the 
spiimers  and  the  young  maids  sang,  "  Come 
away.  Death,"  in  the  Shakespearian  lllyria. 
There  is  so  often  a  threatening  note,  some- 
thing blatant  and  metallic,  in  the  voice  of 
bells,  tiiat  I  believe  we  have  fully  more  pain 
than  pleasure  from  iiearing  them  ;  but  these, 
as  they  sounded  abroad,  now  high,  now  low, 
now  with  a  i)laintive  cadence  that  caught  the 
ear  like  the  burthen  <»f  a  popular  song,  were 
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always  moderate  and  tunuhle,  und  seemed  to 
fall  m  with  the  spirit  of  still,  rustic  plaees. 
like  the  noise  o^"  n  waterfall  or  the  babble 
of  a  rook jry  i„  spring.      I  could  h  ae asked 
(he  bcll-ri,,irer  for  his  blessing, g<,od,  sedate 
old  man.  who  swung  the  rope  so  gently  to 
the  tune  of  his  n.editatio.is.     I  could  have 
Messed  the  priest  or  the  heritors,  or  whoever 
may  be  concerned  with  such  affairs  in  France 
who  had  left  these  sweet  old  bells  to  gladden 
tiie  afternoon,  and  not  held  meetings,  and 
made  collections,  and  had  their  names  re- 
peatedly printed  in  the  local  paper,  to  rig  up 
a  peal  of  brand-new,  bra/en,  IJinmngham- 
hearted  substitutes,   who   should   bombard 
their  sides  to  the  provocation  of  a  brand- 
new  bell-ringer,  and  fill  the  echoes  of  the 
valley  with  terror  and  riot. 

At  last  the  bells  ceased,  and  with  their 
note  the  sun  withdrew.  'J'he  piece  was  at 
an  end ;  shadow  and  silence  possessed  the 
valley  of  the  Oise.  We  took  to  the  paddle 
with  glad  hearts,  like  people  who  have  sat 
out  a  noble  performance  and'  returned  to 
work.    The  river  was  more  dangerous  here ; 

!)7 


# 


ri 


.A^MkLs^-^i^^ifl. 


ii 


ii 


'I 

■  * 


m 


»    ! 

(  ! 


AN    INLAND    V()VA(;E 

it  ran  swifter,  the  eddies  were  more  sudden 
Jind  violent.  All  the  wuy  down  we  had  had 
our  fill  of  didieulties.  Sometimes  it  was  a 
weir  which  could  be  shot,  sometimes  one 
so  shallow  and  full  of  stakes  that  we  nuist 
with(h-aw  the  boats  from  tiie  water  and 
carry  them  round.  IJut  the  chief  sort  of 
obstacle  was  a  consccjuence  of  the  late  hi^ifli 
winds.  J'iVery  tw«j  or  three  hundred  yards 
a  tree  had  fallen  across  the  river,  and  usually 
involved  more  than  another  in  its  fall.  Often 
there  was  free  watv  -vt  the  end,  and  we 
could  steer  round  tiic  .^afy  promontory  and 
hear  the  water  sucking  and  bubbling  among 
the  twigs.  Often,  again,  when  the  tree 
reached  from  bank  to  bank,  there  was  room, 
by  lying  close,  to  shoot  through  underneath, 
cano"  and  all.  Sometimes  it  was  necessary 
to  get  out  upon  the  trunk  itself  and  pull 
the  boats  across ;  and  sometimes,  when  the 
stream  v.'as  too  impetuous  for  this,  there 
was  nothing  for  it  but  to  land  and  "  carry 
over."  This  made  a  fine  series  of  accidents 
in  the  day's  career,  and  kept  us  aware  of 
oiuselves. 
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Shortly  ;i(ter  our  re-cinbiiikation.   while 
I   was  leudin^r  by  ji  long  wuy,  arul  still  full 
of  a  nol)lc,  exulting  spirit  in  honour  of  the 
sur»,  the  swift   pace,  and  the  church   hells, 
the  river  made  one  of  its   leonine  pounces 
round  a  corner,  and  I  was  aware  of  another 
fallen  tree  within  a  stone-cast.      I  had  my 
hackhoard  down  in  a  trice,  and  aimed   for 
a    place    where    the    Umi\1     seeiu'd     high 
enough  ahove  the  water,  and  the  hranehes 
not  too  thick  to  let  me  slip  beh)W.     \\  hen 
a  man  has  just  vowed  eteriud  brolherhood 
with  the  universe,  he  is  not  in  a  temper  to 
take  great  determinations  coolly,  and  this, 
which  might  have  been  a  very  important 
determination  for  me,  had  not  li<en  taken 
under  a  happy  star.     The  tree  caught  me 
about    the    chest,    and    while     I     was    yet 
struggling  to  make  less  of  myself  and  get 
through,   the    river    took    the   matter    out 
of  my  hands,  and  bereaved  me  of  my  boat. 
The  .hrf/tnsd  swung  round   broadside  on, 
leaned    over,    ejected    so    much    of   me   as 
still    reuiained    on    board,    and    thus    dis- 
encumbered,    whipped     under     the     tree 
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righted,    and    went    merrily    away    down 
stream. 

I  do  not  know  how  long  it  was  before  I 
scrambled  on  to  the  tree  to  which   I  was 
left  clinging,  bnt  it  was  longer  than  I  cared 
about.     My  thoughts  were  of  a  grave  and 
almost  sombre  character,  but  I  still  chuK* 
to  my  paddle.     The  stream  ran  away  with 
my  heels   as  fast  as   I   could  pull  up  my 
shoulders,  and  I  seemed,  by  the  weight,  to 
have  all  the  water  of  the  Oise  in  my  trousers- 
pockets.     You  can  never  know,  till  you  try 
it,  wliat  a  dead  pull  a  river  makes  against  a 
man.     Death  himself  had  me  by  the  heels, 
for  this  was  his   last   ambuscado,   and   he 
must  now  join  personally  in  the  fray.     And 
still  I  held  to  my  paddle.     At  last  I  dragged 
myself  on  to  my  stomach  on  the  trunk,  and 
lay  there  a  breathless  sop,  with  a  mingled 
sense  of  humour   and    injustice.     A    poor 
figure  I  jruist  have  presented  to  Uurns  upon 
the  hill-top  with  his  team.     JJut  there  was 
the   paddle   in  my   hand.      On   my  tomb, 
if  ever  I   have  one.    I   mean  to  get  these 
words  inscribed  :  "  lie  ( 
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The    Cigarette  h/ul   gone    p;ist    a    while 
before;  for,   jis   I   niiglit  have  observed,   if 
r  had  been   a   little  less  pleased  with  the 
universe  at  the  moment,  there  was  a  elear 
way  round  the  tree- top  at  the  farther  side. 
He  had  offered  his  serviees  to  haul  nie  out, 
but  as  I  was  then  already  on  my  elboAvs,  I 
had   declined,  and   sent  him  down  stream 
after  the  truant  Arct/iiisa.     The  stream  was 
too  rapid   for  a  man  to  mount  with   one 
{•:inoe,  let  alone  two,  upon  his  hands.     So  I 
crawled   along  the  trunk  to  shore,  and  pro- 
ceeded down  the  meadows  by  the  river-side. 
I  was  so  cold  that  my  heart  was  sore.     I 
had  now  an  idea  of  my  own  why  the  reeds 
so  bitterly  shivered.     I    could  have  given 
any  of  them   a  lesson.     The  Cigarette  re- 
marked facetiously  that  he  thought  I  was 
"taking   exercise"   as    I    drew   near,   until 
he  made  out  for  certain  that  I   was  only 
twittering  with  cold.     I   had  a  rub   down 
with  a  towel,  and  donned  a  dry  suit  from 
the  india-rubbei-  bag.     Hut   I  was  not  my 
own  man  again  for  the  rest  of  the  voyage. 

I  had  a  (picasy  sense  that  I  wore  mv  last 
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dry  clothes  ijpon  my  l)ody.  The  struggle 
hml  tired  me ;  ;ind  perhaps,  whether  I  knew 
it  or  not,  I  w.is  a  litth;  dashed  in  spirit. 
The  devouring  element  in  the  nniverse  had 
leaped  ont  u«rainst  me,  in  this  ^rcen  valley 
(juiekencd  hy  a  runnin^r  stream.  'I'he  IkIIs 
Avere  all  very  pretty  in  theii-  way,  hut  I  had 
heard  some  of  the  hollow  notes  of  I'an's 
nmsic.  Would  the  wieked  river  dra^  me 
down  by  the  heels,  indeed  (  and  look  so 
beautiful  all  the  time?  Natures  ^ood- 
hunjour  v.as  only  skin-deep    fler  all. 

There  was  still  a  lonp^  way  to  i»o  by  the 
winding-  eourse  of  the  stream,  and  darkness 
had  fallen,  and  a  late  bell  was  ringing  in 
()ri<,niy  Sainte-Hcnoite.  when  we  arrived. 


s|< 


102 


ORIGXY   SAINTE-llENOITE 


A    nV-DAV 


Tfif.  next  day  was  Sunday,  and  the  oliurch 
hells  had  little  rest;  indeed,  I  do  not  think 
I  remeniher  anywhere  else  so  i>reat  a  choiee 
of  serviees  as  were  here  ofl'ered  to  the  de- 
vout. ^\nd  while  the  hells  made;  merry  in 
the  sunshine,  all  the  world  Avith  his  do<r  was 
otit  shooting  amon«j  the  heets  and  eol/a. 

In  the  niornin|i;  a  hawker  and  his  wife 
went  down  the  street  at  a  foot-pare,  singin«ir 
to  a  very  slow,  lamentahle  music  '•  ()  Fnnicc. 
UK'S  niiKwrs."  It  hroupht  everyhody  to  the 
door:  and  when  our  landlady  railed  in  the 
man  to  '«  he  words,  he  had  not  a  eopy 
of  then  She  was  not  the  first  nor  the 

second  '  ■  ,ad  heen  taken  with  the  sontr. 
There  is  somelhin*,'  very  pathetic  in  the 
love  of  the  French  jjcople,  since  the  war, 
for  dismal  patriotic  nuisic-inakin^r.     I  have 

watched  a  forester  from  Alsace  while  some 
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one  was  singing  "/.cv  mnlln'ms-  dc  la  Fmnirr 
at  a  baptismal  party  in  tlic  neighbonrhood 
of  Fontainel)lean.  He  arose  from  the  table 
and  took  his  son  aside,  close  by  where  I 
was  standing.  "Listen,  listen,"  he  said, 
bearing  on  the  boy's  shoulder,  "and  re- 
member this,  my  son."  A  little  after  he 
went  out  into  the  garden  suddenly,  and  I 
could  hear  him  sobbing  in  the  darkness. 

The  humiliation  of  their  arms  and  the  loss 
of  Alsace  and  Lorraine  made  a  sore  pull  on 
llie  culuraiKC  of  this  sensitive  people;  and 
their  hearts  are  still  hot,  not  so  nuich  against 
(Germany  as  against  the  Empire.     In  what 
other  country  will  you  find  -i  patriotic  ditty 
bring  all  the  world  into  the  street?     IJut 
afflictio?!  heightens  love;  and  we  shall  never 
know  we  are  Englishmen  until  we  have  lost 
India.     Independent    America   is   still   ^xc 
cross  of  my  existence;  I   cannot  think  of 
Farmer  (ieorge  without  abhorrence;  and  I 
never  feel  more  warndy  to  my  own  land 
than  when   I  see  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  and 
remember  what  our  empire  imght  have  been. 
The   hawker's  little  book,  which   I   pur- 
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chused,  was  a  curious  mixture.     Side  by  side 
with  tljc   flippant,   rowdy  nonsense  of  the 
l^aris  nuisic-halls,  there  were  many  pastoral 
pieces,  not  without   a   toucli  of  poetry,    I 
thought,  and  instinct  with  the  brave  indc- 
pendence  of  the    poorer    class   in    France. 
There  you  might  read  how  the  wood-cutter 
gloried  in  his  axe.  and  tlic  gardener  scorned 
to  be  ashamed  of  his  spade.     It  was  not  very 
well  written,  this  poetry  of  labour,  but  the 
pluck  of  the  sentiment  redeemed  what  was 
weak    or  M-ordy   in   the   expression.       The 
luartial  .rnd  the  patriotic  pieces,  on  the  other 
hand,   were  te.trful,  womanish  productions 
one  a.id  all.     The  poet  had  passed  under 
the  Caudine  Forks ;  he  sang  for  an  army 
visiting  the  tomb  of  its  ohl  re.iown,  witli 
arms  reversed  ;  and  sang  not  of  victory,  but 
of  death.      There    was    a   number   in   the 
hawker's  collection  called  -  C^onscrits  Fian- 
Vais,"    which    may   rank    among  the   most 
dissuasive  war-lyries  on  rectord.     It  would 
not   be  possible  to  fight  at  all   in  such  a 
spirit.     The   bravest  conscript  would  turn 
pale  if  such  a  ditty  were  struck  up  beside 
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him  on  the  morning  of  h.-iltlc  ;    and  whole 
r('<,nniciits  would  pile  their  Jirnis  to  its  tune. 

If  Fleteher  of  Suitoun  is  in  the  n^^^ht  Jihout 
the  inlhienee  of  national  sojios,  you  would 
say  France  was  eonie  to  a  poor  pass.  Ihit 
the  thini;  will  work  its  own  cure,  and  a 
sound-liearlrd  and  eouraijc'ous  people  weary 
at  len<(th  of  snivellinjif  over  their  disasters. 
Already  Paul  DtrouU-de  has  written  some 
manly  military  verses.  'I'liere  is  not  nuich 
of  the  trunjpc  t  note  in  I  hem.  p<rha|)s.  lo  stir 
a  man's  heart  in  his  hosom  :  th(y  lack  the 
lyrical  elation,  and  move  slowly;  hut  they 
an?  written  in  a  irrnve.  honourahle,  stoical 
spirit,  which  should  carry  sohliers  far  in  a 
jroo(]  cause.  One  feels  as  if  one  would  like 
to  trust  Deroulede  with  somethinfr.  It  will 
i)e  liapj)y  if  he  can  so  far  inoculate  his  fellow- 
eounlrymen  that  they  may  he  trusted  with 
their  own  future.  And  in  the  meantime, 
here  is  an  antidote  to  "French  Conscripts  ' 
and  nuich  other  dolefid  versilieation. 

We  had  left  the  i)oats  over-ni^ht  in  the 
custoily  of  one  whom  we  shall  call  Carnival. 
1    did    not   properly   cateh    his    name,   and 
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perhaps  that  was  not  unfortunate  for  Jiini, 
as  I  am  not  in  a  position  to  hand  him  down 
with  honour  to  posterity.     'I'o  this  person's 
premises  wc  strolled  in  the  eoiuse  of  the  day, 
and  found  (juitc  a  little  deputation  inspcetin«r 
Ihe  canoes.     There  was  a  stout  frcntlcman 
will)   a  knowledo-e  of  the  river,  which   he 
seemed  cat'cr  to  impart.     There  was  a  very 
elcfTant  youn/r  ^rentleman  in  a   l)laelv  coat, 
with  a  suiatterinfj  of  Enjriish,  who  led  the 
talk  at  once  to  the  Oxford  and  Cand)rid<Te 
IJoat   IJaee.     And    then   there   were   three 
handsome  oiils  front  Hfteen  to  twenty:  and 
a?i  old  ^-entlcman  in  a  hlouse,  with  no  teeth 
to  speak  of,  and  a  stron«i^  country  accent. 
Quite  the  pick  of  Origny,  I  should  suppose. 
The  ('li^dnilc  had  some  mysteries  to  per- 
form wilh  his  viir^mis,  in  the  coach-house; 
so  I  was  left  to  do  the  parade  single-handed. 
I  found  myself  very  much  of  a  hero  whether 
!  would  or  not.     'I'lie  i,nrls  were  full  of  little 
simdderiiinsovcr  the  dan«>ers  of  our  journey. 
And   I  thought  it  would  he  ungallant  not 
lo  take  my  cue  from  the  ladies.     My  mis- 
hap oi'  yesterday,  told  in  an  otF-hand  \si\y 
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produced  a  deep  sensation.  It  was  Othello 
over  again,  with  no  less  than  three  Hes- 
<Ienionas  and  a  sprinkling  of  sympathetic- 
senators  in  the  background.  Never  were 
the  canoes  more  flattered,  or  flattered  more 
adroitly. 

'•  It  is  like  a  violin,"  cried  one  of  the  girls 
in  an  ecstasy. 

"I  thank  you  for  the  word,  mademoi- 
selle," said  I.  "All  the  more  since  there 
are  people  who  call  out  to  me  that  it  is 
like  a  coffin." 

"Oh  !  hut  it  is  really  like  a  violin.  It  is 
finished  like  a  violin,"  she  went  on. 

''And  j.olished  like  a  violin,"  added  a 
senator. 

•'  One  has  only  to  stretch  the  cords,"  con- 
cluded another,  *•  and  then  turn  tumty-tum  " 
—he  imitated  the  result  with  spirit. 

Was   not  this  a  gracefid  little  ovation  ? 

NVherc  this  peoj)le   llnds  the  secret  of  its 

pretty  speeches,  I  caiuiot  imagine;  unless 

the  secret  should  be  no  other  than  a  sincere 

desire  to  please  ?     But  then  no  disgrace  is 

allached  in  France  to  saying  a  tliin<>-  ncatlv 

lOS 


cVINTE-BENOiTE 

to  talk  like  a  book 


IS 


ORIGNY 

whereas  in  England 

to  give  in  one's  resignation  to  society. 

The  old  gentlemin  in  the  blouse  stole 
into  the  coach-house,  and  somewhat  irrele- 
vantly informed  the  Cijirarcttc  that  he  was 
the  father  of  the  three  girls  and  four  more : 
quite  an  exploit  for  a  Frenchman. 

"  You  are  very  fortunate,"  answered  the 
Ci^arcHc  politely. 

And  the  old  gentleman,  having  apparently 
gained  his  point,  stole  away  again. 

We  all  got  very  friendly  together.  The 
girls  proposed  to  start  with  us  on  the 
uiorrow,  if  you  please !  And,  jesting  apart, 
every  one  was  anxious  to  know  the  hour  of 
our  departure.  Now,  when  you  are  going 
to  crawl  into  your  canoe  from  a  bad  laimch, 
a  crowd,  however  friendly,  is  undesirable ;' 
and  so  we  told  them  not  before  twelve,  and 
mentally  determined  to  be  off  by  ten  at 
latest. 

Towards  evening,  we  went  abroad  again 
to  post  some  letters.  It  was  cool  'and 
pleasant;  the  long  village  was  quite  empty, 
except  for  one  or  two  urchins  who  followed 
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us  as  they  might  have  followed  a  inenagerie  ; 
the  hills  and  the  tree-tops  looked  in  from 
all  sides  tlirougli  the  clear  air ;  and  the  bells 
were  chiming  for  yet  another  service. 

Suddenly  vvc  sighted  the  three  girls 
standing,  with  a  fomth  sister,  in  front  of 
a  shop  on  the  wide  selvage  of  the  roadway. 
\\\'  had  been  very  merry  with  them  a  little 
whil;'  ago,  to  be  sure.  Hut  what  was  the 
etiquette  of  Origny  ^  Had  it  been  a  country 
road,  of  course  we  should  have  spoken  to 
them;  but  here,  under  the  eyes  of  all  the 
gossips,  ought  we  to  do  even  as  nmch  as 
bow  C     1  consulted  the  Ci^ii^nnilc. 

'•  Look,"  said  he. 

I  looked.     There  were  the  foiu*  girls  on 

the  same  spot ;  but  now  four  bac.'ks  were 

turned  to   us,  very  upright  and  conscious. 

Corporal   Modesty  had  given  the  word  of 

command,  and  the  well-disciplined  picket 

had    gone    right-about-face    like    a    single 

person,      'riicy   maintained   this   formation 

all  the  while   we    were   in   sight ;  but   we 

heard  them  tittering  aujong  themselves,  and 

the    liirl   whom   we   had   not    met    lautdied 
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with  open  niouLli,  and  vu  '  .i,  |  o^cr  licr 
shoulder  nt  tlu-  cuci!  .  I  wonder  vas  it 
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in  a  small  way,  we  would  fain  have  seen 
these  other  travellers  alight. 

The  spectacle  was  over  by  the  time  we 
gained  the  top  of  the  hill.     All  the  gold  had 
withered  out  of  the  sky,  and  the  balloon 
had  disappeared.     Whither^     I  ask  myself; 
caught  up  into  the  seventh  heaven  ?  or  come 
safely  to  land  somewhere  in  that  blue  uneven 
distance,    into   which   the  roadway  dipped 
and  melted  before  our  eyes  ?     Probably  the 
aeronauts  were  already  warming  themselves 
at  a  farm  chimney,  for  they  say  it  is  cold 
in  these  unhomely  regions  of  the  air.     The 
night  fell  swiftly.     Roadside  trees  and  dis- 
appointed sightseers,  returning  through  the 
meadows,  stood  out  in  black  against  a  margin 
of  low  red  sunset.     It  was  cheerfuUer  to  face 
the  other  way,  and  so  down  the  hill  we  went, 
with  a  full  moon,  the  colour  of  a  melon, 
swinging  high  above  the  wooded  valley,  and 
tlie  white  clifls  behind  us  faintly  reddened 
by  tlie  fire  of  the  chalk  kilns. 

The  lamps  were  lighted,  and  tlie  salads 
were  being  made  in  Origny  Saintc-lJenoite 
by  the  river. 


OHIGNV   SAINTE-IJFA'OITE 


TIFF,    fOMl'ANY   AT  TAHI.E 


Ai.'iiior 


th 


we  came  late  for  dinnei 
company  at  table  treated  us  to  sparkling 
wine.  "That  is  how  we  are  in  France," 
said  one.  "Those  who  sit  down  with  us 
are  our  friends."     And  the  icst  applauded. 

They  were  three  altogethei-,  and  .i  «  odd 
trio  to  pass  the  Sunday  with. 

Two  of  them  were  guests  like  oursclvis, 
both  men  of  the  north.     One  ruddy,  and  of 
a  full  hahit  of  body,  with  copious  black  hair 
and  beard,  the  intrepid  hunter  of  France, 
who  thought  nothing  so  small,  not  even  a 
lark  or  a  minnow,  but  he  might  vindicate 
his   prowess    by   its   capture.     For   such   a 
great,  healthy  man,  his  hair  flourishing  like 
Samson's,  his  arteries  running   buckets   of 
red  blood,   to    boast   of  these  infinitesmial 
exploits,  produced  a  feeling  of  disproportion 
in  the  world,  as  when  a  stcam-hanm.er  is 
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set  to  cracking  nuts.  TJie  other  wus  a 
quiet,  subdued  person,  blond  and  lymphatic 
and  sad,  with  something  the  look  of  a 
Dane:  -  Tr'stcsU'tculc  Danoh- f^  asGaston 
Lafcnestre  used  to  say. 

I  must  not  let  that  name  go  by  without  a 
word  for  the  best  of  all  good  fellows  now 
gone  down  into  the  dust.     AVe  shall  never 
agam  see  (iaston  in  his  forest  costume-he 
was  (iaston  with  all  the  world,  in  affection, 
not  m  disrespect-nor  hear  him  wake  the 
echoes  of  Fontainebleau  with  the  woodland 
horn.     Never  again  shah  his  kind  smile  put 
peace  among  all  races  of  artistic  men,  and 
make  the  Englishman  at  home  in  France 
Never  'n„re  shall  the  sheep,  who  were  not 
more  mnocent  at  heart  than  he.  sit  all  un- 
consciously  for  his  industrious  pencil.     He 
died  too  early,  at  the  very  moment  when  he 
was  beginning  to  put  forth  fresh  sprouts,  and 
blossom  into  something  worthy  of  himself; 
and  yet  none  who  knew  him  will  think  he 
lived  in  vain.     I  never  knew  a  man  so  little 
for  whom  yet  I  had  so  much  allection ;  and 
I  find  it  a  good  test  of  others,  how  much 
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they  had  learned  to  understand  and  value 
Ijiin.  His  was  indeed  a  good  influence  in 
life  while  he  was  still  among  us ;  he  had  a 
fresh  laugh,  it  did  you  ^ood  to  see  him  ;  and 
liowever  sad  he  may  have  been  at  heart,  he 
always  bore  a  bold  and  cheerful  countenance, 
and  took  fortune's  worst  as  it  were  the 
sliowers  of  spring.  But  now  his  mother  sits 
alone  by  the  side  of  Fontainebleau  woods, 
where  he  gatiiered  mushrooms  in  his  hardy 
and  penurious  youth. 

Many  of  his   pictures  found   their  way 
across  the  Cliannel :  besides  those  which  were 
stolen,  when  a  dastardly  Yankee  left  him 
alone  in  London  with  two  English  pence, 
and  perhaps  twice  as  many  words  of  English. 
If  any  one  who   reads  these  lines   should 
have  a  scene  of  sheep,  in  the  manner  of 
Jacques,  with  this  flne  creature's  signature, 
let  him  tell  himself  that  ojic  of  the  kindest 
and  I)ravest  of  men  has  lent  a  hand  to  de- 
corate his  lodging.     There  may  be  better 
pictures  in  the  N-^Jonal  (iallcry;  hut  not 
a    painter    amor  ,        »  generations    had   a 
l)etter  henrt.     1>,        .,s  in  the  sight  of  the 
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I.ord  of  liumanity,  the  Psalms  tell  us,  is 
the  death  of  His  saints.  It  had  need  to  he 
precious ;  for  it  is  very  costiy,  when  hy  the 
stroke,  a  mother  is  left  dcsohite,  and  the 
peace-maker,  and  paur-loohcr,  of  a  wliole 
society  is  laid  in  the  ground  with  C\isar 
and  the  'I'welve  Apostles. 

There  is  something  lacking  among  the 
oaks  of  Fontainehleau  ;  and  iv!,en  the  dessert 
oomes  in  at  Barbizon,  people  look  to  the 
door  for  a  figure  that  is  gone. 

The  third  of  our  companions  at  Origny 
was  no  less  a   person  than  the  landlady's 
husband :  not  properly  the  landlord,  sin'ce 
he  worked  himself  in  a  factory  during  the 
day,  and  came  to  his  own  house  at  e\  emng 
as  a  guest :  a  man  worn  to  skin  and  bone 
by  perpetual  excitement,  with  l)aldish  head, 
sharp  features,  and  swift,  shining  eyes.     ( )„ 
Saturday,  describing  some  paltry  adventure 
at  a  duck-hunt,   he  broke  a  plate  into   a 
score  of  fragments.     \\'hcnever  he  made  a 
remark,  he  would  look  all  round  the  table 
with  his  chin  raised,  and  a  spark  of  green 
light  in  either  eye,  seeking  approval.     His 
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wife  ;i[)pe;ired  now  uiid  aguin  in  the  door 
way  of  tlie  room,  where  she  was  superm 
tending  dinner,  with  a  "  Henri,  you  forget 
yourstlf,"  or  a  "  Henri,  you  can  surely  talk 
without   making   such   a   noise."      Indeed, 
that  was  what  the  honest  fellow  could  not 
do.     On  the  most  trifling  matter  his  eyes 
kindled,  his  fist  visited   the  table,  and  his 
voice  rolled  abroad  in  changeful  thunder. 
I   never  saw  such  a  petard   of  a   man;   1 
think  the  devil  was  in  him.     He  had  two 
favourite   expressions:    "it    is    logical,"   or 
"  illogical,"  as  the  ease  might  be :  and  this 
other,  thrown  out  with  a  certain  bravado. 
Jis  a  man  might  unfurl  a  banner,  at  the  be- 
ginning of  many  a  long  and  sonorous  story  : 
'•  I  am  a  proletarian,  you  see."     Indeed,  we 
saw  it  very  well,     (iod  forbid  that  ever  I 
should  find  him  handling  a  gun  in   Pari?, 
streets !     That  will  not  be  a  good  moment 
for  the  general  public. 

I  thought  liis  two  phrases  very  nuich 
represented  the  good  and  evil  of  his  class, 
and  to  some  extent  of  his  country.  It  is 
a  strong  thing  to  say  what  one  is,  and  not 
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be  ashamed  of  it ;  even  although  it  he  in 
douhtful  taste  to  repeat  the  statement  too 
often  in  one  evening.     I  should  not  admire 
It  in  a  duke,  of  eourse :  hut  as  times  go,  the 
trait  is  honourahle  in  a  workman.     On  the 
other  hand,  it  is  not  at  all  a  strong  thing  to 
put  one's  reliance  upon  logie ;  and  our  own 
logic  particularly,  for  it  is  generally  wiong. 
Wc  never  know  where  we  are  to  end,  if 
once  we  begin  following  words  or  doctors. 
There  is  an  upright  stock  in  a  man's  own 
heart,  that  is  trustier  than  any  syllogism ; 
and  the  eyes,  and  the  sympatjiies  and  appe- 
tites, know  a  thing  or  two  that  have  never 
yet  been  stated  in   eontro\ersy.      Kcasons 
are  as  plentiful  as  bhickberries :   and,  like 
tisticufFs.   they   serve    impartially   with   all 
sides.     Doctrines  do  not  stand  or  fall  hy 
their  proofs,  and  are  only  logical  in  so  far 
as  they  are  cleveily  put.     An  ahle  contro- 
versialist   no    more   than   an    able  general 
demonstrates  the  justice  of  his  cause.     JJut 
France  is  all  gone  wandering  alter  one  or 
two   big   words;   it   will    take   some  time 

before  they  can  be  satisfied  that  thev  are 
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no  more  tliaii  words,  however  big;  and 
when  once  that  is  done,  they  will  perhaps 
find  h)gic  less  diverting. 

The  conversation  opened  with  details  of 
the  (hiy's  shooting.  When  all  the  sportsmen 
of  a  village  shoot  over  the  village  territory 
pro  i/idiiiso,  it  is  plain  that  many  que-itions 
of  etiquette  and  priority  nnist  arise. 

*•  Here  now,"  eried  the  landlord,  brandish- 
ing a  plate,  "  here  is  a  field  of  beet-root. 
W  ell.  Here  am  1  then.  I  advance,  do 
r  not  ?  I'J/i  hicn  !  mcristi,''  and  the  state- 
ment, waxing  louder,  rolls  of!"  into  a  rever- 
beration of  oaths,  the  speaker  glaring  about 
for  sympathy,  and  everybody  nodding  his 
head  to  him  in  the  name  of  peace. 

The  ruddy  Northman  told  some  tales  of 
his  own  prowess  in  keeping  order ;  notably 
one  of  a  Marquis. 

"  Marquis,"  I  said,  "  if  you  take  another 
step  I  fire  upon  you.  Vou  have  committed 
a  dirtiness,  Marquis." 

Whereupon,    it   appeared,   the    Marquis 

touched  his  cap  and  withdrew. 

The  landlord  applauded  noisily.     "  1 1  was 
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well  done,"  he  said.  "He  did  all  that  he 
could.  He  udmitted  lie  was  wroii^r."  And 
then  oath  upon  oath.  He  was  no  nuuquis- 
lover  either.  l)ut  he  had  a  sense  of  justice  in 
hini,  this  proletarian  host  of  ours. 

From    the   matter  of  huntin^r,  the    talk 
veered  into  a  ^reneral  comparison  of  l»uris 
and  the  eountry.     The  proletarian  heat  the 
table  like  a  drum  in  praise  of  Paris.     ••  What 
IS    I'aris?     Paris  is  the   cream   of  France. 
'I'here  are  no  I'arisians  :  it  is  you  and  I  and 
everybody  who  are  l»arisians.     A  man  has 
ci^dity  chances  per  cent,  to  get  on  in  the 
world  in  Paris."    And  he  drew  a  vivid  sketch 
of  the  workman  in  a  den  no  bigger  than  a 
(I<';,-lmtch,  making  articles  that  were  to  go 
all  oxer  the  world.     -  Eh  hia,,  ,juoi,  cest 
»Kt,iinij;(/uc,  ra/"  cried  he. 

The  sad  Northman  interfered  in  praise  of -i 
peasant  shfe;  he  thought  J'aris  bad  for  men 
and  women  ;  "  centralisation."  said  he- 
Hut  the  landlord  was  at  his  throat  in  n 
"K'ment.  It  was  all  logical,  he  showed  him '• 
and  all  magniHcent.  "  What  a  s],ectacle  i 
\\  hat  aglance  for  an  ey. :  "     And  the  dishes' 
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reeled  upon  the  table  under  a  cannonade  of 
blows. 

Seeking  to  make  peace,  I  threw  in  a  word 
in  praise  of  the  liberty  of  opinion  in  France. 
I  eould  hardly  have  shot  more  uniss.  There 
was  an  instant  silence,  and  a  great  wagging 
of  signiHcant  heads.  They  did  not  fancy  the 
subject,  it  was  plain  ;  but  they  gave  nie 
to  understand  that  the  sad  Northman  was 
a  martyr  on  account  of  his  views.  *'  Ask 
him  a  bit,"  said  they.     "Just  ask  him." 

"  Ves,  sir,"  said  he  in  his  quiet  way, 
answering  me,  although  I  had  not  spoken, 
'*  I  am  afraid  there  is  less  liberty  of  opinion 
in  France  than  you  may  imagine."  ^Vnd 
with  that  he  dropped  his  eyes,  and  seemed 
to  consider  the  subject  at  an  end. 

Our  curiosity  was  mightily  excited  at  this. 
How,  or  why,  or  when,  was  this  lymphatic 
bagman  martyred  ?  \Vc  concluded  at  once 
it  was  on  som<:  religious  question,ajid  brushed 
up  our  memories  of  the  Inquisition,  which 
were  principally  drawn  from  Poe's  horrid 
story,  and  the  sermon  in  Trislmm  S/mmhf, 
I  believe. 
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()n  the  morrow  we  li.ul  ati  opportunity 
oi''A<>'mg  further  into  the  question  ;  for  when 
wc  rose  very  early  to  avoid  a  sympathising 
deputation  at  our  departure,  we  found  the 
liero  up  before  us.     He  was  breaking  his 
fast  on  white  wine  and  raw  onions,  in  order 
to  keep  up  tlie  chaiucter  of  martyr.  I  eon- 
chide.     We  had  a  long  conversation,  and 
made  out  what  we  wanted  in  spite  of  his 
reserve.      Hut    here    was    a    truly   curious 
circumstance.     It   seems   possible   for   two 
Scotsmen  and  a  Freiichman  to  discuss  during 
a  long  half-hour,  and  each  nationality  have 
u  difFcrent  idea  in  view  throughout.     It  was 
not  till  the  very  end  that  we  discovered  his 
heresy  had  been  political,  or  that  he  suspected 
our  mistake.     The  terms  and  spirit  in  which 
he  spoke  of  his  political  beliefs  were,  in  our 
eyes,  suited  to  religious  beliefs.     And  vice 
irr.sa. 

Nothing  could  be  more  characteristic  of 
the  two  count  ries.  Politics  are  the  religion  of 
France ;  as  Nanty  Ewart  would  have  said, 
'•  A  d-d  bad  religion  ";  while  we,  at  home! 
keep  most  of  our  bitterness  for  little  differ- 
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ciuvs  jiboiit  a  hyiiui-book,  or  a  I  lebrew  word 
whidi,  pt-rhaps,  ncitlicr  of  the  parlies  ( an 
IraiislaLe.  And  perhaps  the  misconception 
is  typieal  of  many  others  that  may  never  be 
cleared  up:  not  only  between  people  of 
diirerent  race,  l)ut  between  those  of  difler- 
ent  sex. 

As  for  our  friend's  martyrdom,  he  was  a 
C'omnuinist,  or  perliaps  only  a  C'onnnunard, 
which  is  a  very  different  tliin^r;  and  had 
lost  one  or  more  situations  in  consequence. 
I  think  he  had  also  been  rejected  in  marriage  ; 
but  perhaps  he  had  a  sent!  uental  way  of 
considering  business  which  deceived  me. 
He  was  a  mild,  gentle  creature,  anyway; 
and  I  hope  he  has  got  a  better  situation,  and 
married  a  more  suitable  wife  since  then. 
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(.AKMVAi.  notoriously  cluaUd   us  ut   first, 
rmdm^r  „s  tjisy  in  our  ways,  he  rc^n-etted 
liaviii^r  let  us  o/Iso  cheaply  ;  and  taking  nic 
aside,  tohl  me  a  eoek-and-hull  story  with  the 
moral  of  anollier  five  francs  for  the  narrator, 
'i'he  thing  was  palpahly  absurd  ;  but  I  paid 
up,  and  at  once  dropped  all  frimdliness  of 
nianner,  and  kept  him   i?i  his  place  as  an 
inferior  with  freezing  Hrit.sl,  dignity.     He 
saw  in  a  moment  that  he  had  gone  too  far, 
and  killed  a  willing  horse  ;  his  face  fell ;   I 
am  sine  he  would  have  refunded  if  he  could 
only  have  thought  of  a  decent  {)retext.     He 
wished  me  to  drink  with  hinj,  but  I  would 
none  of  his  drinks.     He  grew  pathetically 
tender   in    his    professions;    but    I    walked 
beside  him   in  silence  or  answered   him  in 
stately  courtesies  :  and  when  wc  got  to  the 
landing-place,  passed  the  word  in  English 
slai.g  to  the  C/^tmi/r. 
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In  spite  of  the  false  scent  we  had  tlnown 
out  the  day  before,  there  must  have  been 
fifty  people  about  the  brid^rf.     \\'e  were  as 
pleasant  as  we  eonld  be  with  all  !  ut  Carnival. 
We  said  ^ood-bye.  shakirif^  hands  with  the 
old  irentlcnian  who  knew  the  river  and  the 
yown<r  gentleman  who  had  a  smattering  of 
Kn<'lish ;   but   never   a  word   for  Carniv.il. 
Poor  Carnival !  her  >  was  a  humiliation.     He 
who  had  been  so  mueh  idtiitified  with  the 
cjinoes.  who  had  ^iven  orders  in  our  name, 
who  had  shown  off'  the  boats  and  even  the 
lM)atmen    like  a   privjite   exhi^-.iion   of  Ms 
own,  to  be  n<,  •  so  publiely  shiune<l  I-.    ^'ic 
lions  of  his  eara^-m!     I  never  saw  an    '■■•■  i\ 
look    more   rreslfullen   than  he.     He  •  ?  irj 
in  the  baeki, round,  tomin;,'  timidly  foj    j.-.-i 
ever  .'mh!  again  as  he  thou<,Hit  he  saw  some 
symptom  of  a  relentin<r  humour,  and  falliu"'- 
hurriidly  baek  when  he  encountered  .!  cold 
stare.     [ .ct  us  hope  it  will  be ;,.  lesion  to  him 
J  would  not  have  mentioned  C.irnival  . 
peccadillo  luid  not    the  thini^  been   so   un- 
common in  Franc*'.     This,  for  instance,  w.-is 
the  otdy  case  of  dishonesty  or  even  sharp 
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prju'tice  in  our  whole  voya<rc.  We  talk  very 
much  about  our  lionesty  in  En^'land.  It  is 
a  ^ood  rule  to  be  on  your  ^ruard  wlierever 
you  hear  great  professions  about  a  very 
httle  piece  of  virtue.  If  the  Finghsh  could 
only  hear  how  they  are  spoken  of  abroad, 
they  might  confine  themselves  for  a  while 
to  remedying  the  fact;  and  perhaps  even 
when  that  was  done,  give  us  fewer  of  their 
airs. 

The  young  ladies,  the  graces  of  Origny, 
were  not  present  at  our  start,  but  when  we 
got  round  to  the  second  bridge,  behold,  it 
was  black  with  sight-seers  !    We  were  loudly 
cheered,  and  for  a  good  way  below,  young 
lads  and  lasses  ran  along  the  bank  still  cheer- 
ing.    \\'hat  with  current  and  paddling,  we 
were  flashing  along  like  swallows.     It  was 
no  joke  to  keep  up  with  us  upon  the  wootly 
shore.     IJut  the  girls  picked  up  their  skirts, 
Jis  if  they  were  sure  they  had  good  ankles, 
and   followed   until   their   breath  was  out. 
The  last  to  weary  were  the  three  graces  and 
a  couple  of  companions;  and   just  as  they 
too   had   had   enough,   the  foremost  of  the 
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three  leaped  upon  a  tree  stump  and  kissed 
lier  hand  U  the  canoeists.  Xot  Diana  her- 
self, althou^rh  this  was  more  of  a  \'enus  after 
all,  could  have  done  a  graceful  thin^  more 
gracefully.  "  Come  hack  ac^ain  !  "  she  cried  ; 
and  all  the  others  echoed  her ;  and  the  lulls 
about  ()ri<rny  repeated  the  wonls,  ••Come 
Imck."  Hut  the  river  had  us  round  .m  an«He 
in  a  twinklin^r,  .md  we  were  alone  with  the 
green  trees  and  rumiing  water. 

(^ome  hack  {  'J'here  is  no  coming  hack, 
young  ladies,  on  the  impetuous  stream  of 
life. 


"•'I'lio  iiicicliaii,  hows  unto  llie  st'iuiiuii's  star. 
'I'lif  {)l()iii,'liiiian  fruni  Hie  miii  liis  si-asoii  takes." 

And  we  must  all  set  our  pocket  watr'ies 
l)y  the  clock  of  fate.  There  is  a  headlong, 
forthright  tide,  th.it  l)ears  away  man  with 
his  fancies  like  a  straw,  and  runs  fast  in  time 
and  space.  It  is  full  of  curves  like  this, 
your  winding  river  of  the  Oise;  a?id  lingers 
and  rcLurns  in  pleasant  p.istorals ;  .uid  yet. 
riMJiily  Lhounht  ujKm,  never  relurns  at  all. 
l-'or  though  it  should  revisit  the  same  acre 
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of  meadow  in  tin  siime  hour,  it  will  have 
made  .'in  ample  sweep  hetween  whiles  ;  many 
little  streams  will  have  fallen  in;  many 
<••  lij^lations  risen  towards  the  sun  ;  and  even 
ultlwMi^li  it  were  the  same  aere,  it  will  no 
more  he  the  same  river  of  Oise.  i\nd  thus, 
( )  "ifniees  of  ( )ri<4'ny,  although  the  wanderinjif 
fortune  ol  my  life  should  carry  me  hack 
a«jain  to  wlicre  you  await  (h-aths  whistle 
hy  the  river,  that  will  not  he  the  old  I 
who  v.'idks  the  street  ;  and  those  wives  and 
mothers,  say.  will  those  l)e  you  ? 

There  was  never  any  mistake  ahout  the 
Oise,  as  a  matter  of  lact.  In  these  up}H'r 
reaches  it  was  still  in  a  prodi<^ions  hurry  lor 
the  sea.  It  ran  so  fast  and  merrily,  through 
all  the  windings  of  its  channel,  that  I  straiiK  d 
my  thumh.  fighting  with  the  rapids,  and  had 
to  paddle  all  the  rest  of  the  way  with  one 
hand  turned  up.  Sometimes  it  had  to  serve 
mills;  and  heing  still  a  little  river,  ran  very 
dry  and  shallow  in  the  meanwhile.  We  had 
to  put  our  legs  out  of  tlu-  i)oat.  ;md  sho\  e 
(»urscl\cs  <»(r  the  sand  of  the  holtoni  with 
our    feet.      And    still    it    went    on    its   way 
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Ufriu^  timonfT  the  i)oj)I;irs,  juid   makin^r 


<,ncen    valley  in  the   world.     Aftc 
woman,  ai..!  a  o(,(,(|  hook,  and  tol 


I  a 


■r  a  iiood 


)ac'(o,  there 


river, 


is  iiolliiiin;  so  aoreeahle  on  earth  as  a 
I  for<,'aveit  its  attempt  on  my  life  ;  whieh 

nnruly 


ic 


nismanagemcnt. 


was  alter  all  one  part  owintr  to  tl 

winds  of  licavcn  that  had  blown  down  the 

tree,  one  part  to  my  own  i 

and  only  a  third  part  to  tl 

that  not  out  of  maliee.  hut  fr 

preoeeupation   over  its  busi 

to    the  sea.     A   dillieult    bu 

the  detours  it  had   t 


le  river  itself,  and 

om  its  ^neat 

ness  of  <reftinir 

ness,  too;  for 

o  make  are  not   to  bo 


eounted.     The   ^^eo^rniphers   seem    to  1 
J(iven    up    the   attempt;    for    I    foun<l 


ma 


lave 
no 
p  represent  the  infinite  eonlortion  of  its 


•oiirse.     A    fact    will   s; 


!iy   more    than   any 


of  them.  After  we  had  been  some  hours, 

three    if  I    mistake    noi .    Hittin^r    hy    the 

trees    at  this   smooth,    break-neek    ^r-dlop, 

when  we  came   upon   a  handet  and  asked 


wl 


lere    we    were,    we    had    irot 


than  fom-  kilonieti 


no    larther 


■es  (say  two  miles  and 


ha 


not 


If)  from  Ori^rriy.      If  jt  were  not  for  tl 
lour  of  the   Ihii,^-  ;in  the  Seot 
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we  niitjht  almost  as  well  luive  been  standing 
still. 

\Vc  lunched  on  a  meadow  inside  a  paral- 
lelogram of  poplars.  'I'lie  leaves  danced  and 
prattled  in  the  wind  all  rovuul  about  us.  The 
river  hurried  on  meanwhile,  and  seemed  to 
chide  at  our  delay.  Little  we  cared.  The 
river  knew  where  it  was  ^oinj^;  not  so  we: 
the  less  our  hurry,  where  we  found  <^ood 
(juarters  and  a  pleasant  theatre  for  a  pipe. 
At  that  'our.  stockbrokers  were  shoutin<j; 
in  Paris  Hourse  for  two  or  three  per  cent. ; 
but  we  minded  them  as  little  as  the  sliding 
stream,  and  sacrificed  a  hecatond)  of  minutes 
t»,  the  gods  of  tobacco  and  di<.jcstion.  Ilm-ry 
is  the  resource  of  the  faithless.  Where  a 
man  can  trust  his  own  heart,  and  those  of 
his  friends,  to-morrow  is  as  good  as  to-day. 
/\nd  if  he  die  in  the  meanwhile,  why  then, 
tjiere  he  dies,  and  the  (piestion  is  solved. 

We  had  to  take  to  the  canal  in  the  course 

of  the  afternoon  ;  because,  where  it  crossed 

the  river,  there  was.  not  a    bridge,   but   a 

siphon.     If  it  had  not  been  for  an  excited 

fellow  on  the  b.unk.  we  should  have  paddled 
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ii,i,Hit  into  the siplion, aiul  thenceforward  not 
pmldled  any  more.  Wc  met  a  man,  a 
Kontleman,  on  the  tow-path,  who  was  mucli 
interested  in  our  cruise.  And  I  was  witness 
to  a  stran^re  seizure  of  lyinn-  suflcred  l)y  the 
('i;in,rtir:  who,  because  his  knife  'came 
from  Xorway,  narrated  all  sorts  of  adven- 
tures in  that  coimtry,  where  he  has  never 
hecn.  lie  was  ,,uite  feverish  at  the  end. 
and  pleaded  demoniacal  possession. 

Moy  (pronounce  .Moy)  was  a  pleasant  little 
villa^rc.  !.athcre<:  round  a  chateau  in  a  moal. 
Tlie   air    was    perfumed    with    hemp    from 
M<M^rhl,„urin,i.  lields.     At  the  (it.lden  Sheep 
we  found  excellent  entertainment.     (;erman 
shells  from  H.c  si(M.e  of  La  Fere,  Xiu-nher^r 
fi.^Mues.  ^rold-Hsh  in  a  howl,  and  all  mannel' 
of   knick-knacks,    cmi.ellished    the    puhlie 
'••.on,.     The    landlady    was   a   stout,    plain, 
short-sinhled,   motherly    knly,    with    some- 
(l"n,i,r  n.,t  far  sliort  of  a^a-nius  for  cookery. 
She  had  .,   nuess  of  her  cxeellence  herself. 
After  every    dish    was  sent  it.,   shv    would 
'•••>ne  and  look  on  at  the  dinner  for  a  while 
with   pu<.k.rrd.  hlinkiuij  ,.ves.      ••  r rv/  ho.i 
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Nvst-cv  pits  f  "  she  wouM  sjiy  ;  und  when  she 
had  received  u  proper  unswer,  she  disappeared 
into  the  kitclicn.  That  eoninion  French 
dish,  parlridj^'e  and  cabbage,  became  a  new 
thing  iti  my  eyes  at  the  (iolden  Sh(ep;  and 
many  subseijuent  dinners  have  bitterly  dis- 
appointed me  in  consc(|ncnce.  Sweet  was 
onr  rest  in  the  (iohlen  Sheep  at  ,Muy. 
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W'r.  lin^rcrcd  in  IMoy  a  ^r(,o«|  pjut  of  tlic  day. 
(or   wc  wciv   fond  of  beiri^r  philosopliical. 
uiid  Monicd  lon^r  jomneys  and  early  starts 
•)ii  principle.     The  place,  niorec.ver,  invited 
to   repose.      I'eople   in   elalxirate   sliootin^r 
c-o^tunies  ..allied  from  the  chateau  with  ^runs 
and  ^anio-Iia^s;  and  this  Mas  a  pleasure  in 
itself,  to  remain  behind  while  these  ele^^•lnt 
pleasure-seekers  look  the  first  of  the  morn- 
in^r.      In  this  way,  all  the  world  may  be  an 
aristocrat,  and  play  the  duke  amon^r  niar- 
(juises,  .Mid    the   rei<rning   monarch  amon^r 
dukes,  if  he  will  only  outvie  them  in  tran- 
<|uillity.        A?i     iinpcrturhable    demeanour 
comes  from  fHrfect  patie/ice.      (^uiet  minds 
cannot  he  perplexed  or  Iriirhtened,  but  «ro 
on   m  fortune  oi   nnsfortune  at  their  own 
prixate  pace,  like  a  clock  during'  a  thunder- 
storm. 

NN'e  made  a  very  sliort  day  of  it  to  La 
I'M 
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Fi-rc  but  'lie  dusk  was  talliii<f.  :iii(l  u  sui.ill 
rain  had  be^uu  bi-tbrc  wc  stowed  the;  Itoats. 
La  Fiic  is  a  fortilied  Idwh  In  a  plain,  and 
has  two  belts  ol'  rampart.  Between  the 
first  and  the  seeond  extends  a  region  cd' 
waste  land  and  eultivated  paUhes.  Mere 
and  there  along  tiie  wayside  were  posters 
forbidding  trespass  in  the  name  of  military 
engineering.  At  last,  a  second  gateway 
admitted  us  to  the  town  itself.  Lighted 
windows  looked  gladsome,  wliill's  ol'  eoni- 
fortablc  cookery  came  abroad  upon  the  air. 
'I'hc  town  was  full  of  the  military  reserve,  out 
for  the  French  Autumn  Manjiiivres.and  the 
reservists  walked  speedily  and  wore  their 
formidable  greatcoats.  It  was  a  fine  night 
to  be  within  {U)ors  over  diimer,  and  hear  the 
rain  upon  the  windows. 

The  Cifinirtlc  and  I  could  not  sufficiently 
congrattdate  each  other  on  the  prospect,  lor 
we  had  f)ccn  told  there  was  a  capital  itm  at 
La  Fire.  Such  a  diimer  as  wc  were  going 
to  eat !  such  beds  as  we  were  to  sleep  in  ! — 
and  all  the  while  the  rain  raining  on  house- 
less folk  over  all  the  poplared  countryside  ! 
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It  Mi.itlc  our  inoutlis  watir.     Tlii-  iiiii  liore 


the  iiaiiif  of  some  woodluiid 


uiiiiial 


sta^r. 


or 


hart,  or  hiiul.  I  for^rct  which.  IJut  I  shall 
ncvir  I'or^nt  how  spacious  and  how  cnii- 
mcmLIv  hahitahle  it  looked 


r 


lie  carria 


as  we  drew  near. 
'^c  entry  was  h^hted  up.  not  hy 


intention,  but  from  the  mere  superfluity  of 
fire  and  candle  in  the  house.  A  rattle  of 
many  dislies  came  to  our 


ears ;  we  si 


a  ^r,v,it    field   of   tahl(-ch>th :    the   kitcl 


i^^hted 


RU 


^'ard 


en 


^^iowed  hke  a  for^'e  and  smelt  like  a 
ol  things  to  eat. 

Into  this,  the  iinnost  shrine  and  physio- 
logical heart  of  a  hostelry,  with  all  its*  fur- 
naces in  action,  and  all  its  dressers  chargetl 


with   viands,  you  arc    now    to 
niak 


suppose   us 


nig  •)iir  tiiumphal  entry,  a  pair  of  damp 
rag-and-hone  men.  each  with  a  limp  india- 
rubhcr  hag  upon  his  arm.  I  do  not  believe 
I  have  a  sound  view  of  that  kitchen  ;  I  saw 
it  through  a  sort  of  glory  :  but  it  seemed  to 


me 


crowded  with  the  snowy  caps  of  cook 


men. 


who  all  turned  round  from  tl 


and  looked  at  us  witi 


leir  saucepans 


I  surprise. 


T\ 


lere  was 


no    doubt    about    the    landlady,    1 


iiovvever  : 
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tliere  she  was,  hcadinj,^  her  army,  a  fluslied, 
an^rry  woinan,  full  of  affairs.  Her  I  asked 
poHtely— too  poUtely,  thinks  the  Ciffun'tte 
— if  we  could  have  beds:  she  surveying  us 
coldly  from  head  to  foot. 

•'  You  will  find  beds  in  the  suburb,"  she 
remarked.  "  \Ye  are  too  busy  for  the  like 
of  you." 

If  we  could  make  an  entrance,  change  our 
clothes,  and  order  a  bottle  of  wine,  I  felt 
sure  we  could  put  things  right ;  so  said  1 : 
•'  If  we  cannot  sleep,  we  may  at  least  dine," 
— and  was  for  depositing  my  bag. 

\\'hat  a  terrible  convulsion  of  nature  was 
that  which  followed  in  the  landlady's  face ! 
She  made  a  run  at  us,  and  stamped  her  foot. 

"  Out  witn  you— out  of  the  door !  "  she 
screeched.  '^Sortc-.'  sorter./  sort cz  par  la 
portc  ! " 

I  do  not  know  how  it  happened,  but  next 
moment  we  were  out  in  the  rain  and  dark- 
ness, and  I  was  cursing  before  the  carriage 
entry  like  a  disappointed  mendicant.  \Vhcre 
were  the  boating  men  of  Uelgium  ?  where 
tiie  Judge  and  his  good  wines  i  and  where 
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the  ^rraces  of  Origny  ?    IJlack,  black  was  the 
ni.ijflit  after  the  firelit  kitchen  ;  but  what  was 
that  to  the  blackness  in  our  lieart :'    Tin's 
was  not  the  first   time   that   1   have  been 
refused  a  lodgin<r.     Often  and  often  have  I 
planned  wliat  I  should  do  if  sucli  a  misadven- 
ture liappened  to  me  a<rain.     And  nothing 
is  easier  to  plan.     Rut  to  put  in  execution, 
with   tile   heart   boiling  at   the  indignity  r 
Try  it ;  try  it  only  once ;  and  tell  me  what 
you  did. 

It  is  all  very  Hue  to  taik  about  tramps 
and  morality.     Six  hours  of  police  surveil- 
lance (sucii  as  I  iiave  had),  or  one  brutal 
rejection  from    an    inn-door,    ciiange  your 
views  upon   tlie   subject   like   a   course   of 
lectures.     As  long  as  you  keep  in  the  upper 
regions,  with  all  the  world  bowing  to  you 
as  you  go,  social  arrangements  have  a  very 
handsome    air;    but    once    get    under    the 
wheels,  and  you  wish  society  were  at  the 
devil.     1  will  give  most  respectable  men  a 
fortnight  of  such  a  life,  and  then  I  will  ofler 
them  twopence  for  what  remains  of  their 
morality. 
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For  my  part,  when  I  was  tiiriud  out  of 
the  Stufr,  or  the  Hiiul,  or  whatever  it  was, 
1  would  have  set  the  temple  of  Diana  on 
fire,  if  it  had  been  liandy.  Tiiere  was  no 
crime  complete  enough  to  express  my  dis- 
approval ot  human  institutions.  As  for  the 
Cigarette,  I  never  knew  a  man  so  altered. 
"  W'c  have  been  taken  for  pedlars  again," 
said  he.  "Good  (iod,  what  it  must  be  to 
be  a  pedlar  in  reality  ! "  He  particularised 
a  complaint  for  every  joint  in  the  landlady's 
body.  Timon  was  a  piiihinthropist  alongside 
of  him.  And  tlien,  when  he  was  at  the  top 
of  his  maledictory  bent,  he  would  suddenly 
break  away  and  begin  whimperingly  to  com- 
miserate the  poor.  "  I  hope  to  God,"  he 
said, — and  I  trust  the  prayer  was  answered, 
— "  that  1  shall  ne\'er  be  uncivil  to  a  pedlar." 
Was  this  the  imperturbable  Cif^arctte? 
This,  this  was  he.  O  change  beyond  report, 
thougiit,  or  belief! 

Meantime  the  heaven  wept  upon  our 
heads ;  and  tiie  windows  grew  brighter 
as  the  night  increased  in  darkness.  AVe 
trudged  in  and  out  of  La  Fere  streets ;  we 
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saw  shops,  iind  private  liouses  wliere  people 
were  copiously  dining ;  we  saw  stables  where 
carters'  nags  had  plenty  ol"  fodder  and  clean 
straw;  we  saw  no  end  of  reservists,  who 
were  very  sorry  for  themselves  this  wet 
night,  I  doubt  not,  and  yearned  for  their 
country  homes  ;  but  had  they  not  each  man 
his  place  in  La  Fere  barracks  ?  And  we, 
what  had  we  ? 

'I'here  seemed  to  be  no  other  inn  in  the 
whole   town.     I'eople   gave    us   directions, 
which  we  followed  as  best  we  could,  generally 
Willi  the  effect  of  bringing  us  out  again  upon 
the  scene  of  our  disgrace.     We  were  very 
sail  people  indeed  by  the  time  we  had  gone 
all  over  La  Fere;  and  the  Cigarette  had 
already  made  up  his  mind  to  lie  under  a 
poplar  and  sup  off  a  loaf  of  bread.     But 
right  at  the  other  end,  the  house  next  the 
town-gate    was    full    of   light   and    bustle. 
"  liarJn,  auhergi.sle,  loge  a  pied,"  was  the 
sign.     "  A  la  Croi.v  de  Ma/te:'     There  were 
we  received. 

The  room   was   full    of  noisy   reservists 
drinking  and  smoking;  and  we  were  very 
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ylad  iiulced  wlitn  the  driiins  and  bu.-r|es 
bcoaii  to  n(,  ;il,„iit  the  streets,  and  one  and 
all  had  to  snateh  shakoes  and  be  oil"  for  the 
barracks. 

Hazin   was  a   tall    man,   ruiuiin<r  to    fat: 
soft-spoken,    with    a    delicate,   gentle    face. 
We  asked  hini  to  share  our  wine;  but  he 
excused  himself,   havin^r  pledged  reservists 
all   day   long.     This    was   a   v.  .y   different 
type  of  the  workman-innkeeper   from    the 
brawling    disputatious    fellow    at    Origny. 
He  also  loved  Paris,  where  he  had  worked 
as  a  decorative  painter  in  hi-  vouth.     There 
were  such  opportunities  for  self- instruction 
there,   he   said.     And  if  any  one  has  read 
Zola's  description  of  the  workman's  marriage- 
party  visiting  the   Lou\re,  they  would   do 
well  to  ha\e  heard   Utmn  by  way  of  anti- 
dote.    He  had  delighted  in  the  museums  in 
his  youth.     "  One  sees  there  little  miracles 
of  work,"  he  said ;  '•  that  is  what  makes  a 
good   workman;  it  kindles  a  spark."     We 
asked  him   how  he  managed  in  l.a    Fere. 
"  I  an:  married,"  he  said,  "  and  I  have  my 

pretty  children.     But  frankly,  it  is  no  life  at 
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»!!.  From  morniii^r  to  n.^ht  I  ple(l^e  a 
pnck  of  good  enou^rh  fellows  wl.o  know 
nol.liinn." 

It  faired  as  the  nio-ht  went  on.  and  the 
moon  came  ont  of  the  clouds.     We  sat  in 
front  of  the  door,  talkinn.  softly  with  Hazin. 
At  the  guard-house  opposite,  the  guard  was 
being  Un-  ever  turned  out,  as  triins  of  field 
artillery  kept  clanking  in  out  of  the  night, 
or  patrols  of  horsemen  trotted  by  in  their 
cloaks.     Madame   liazin  came   out  after  a 
while:  she  was  tired  with  her  day's  work,  I 
suppose :  and  she  nestled  up  to  her  husband 
and  laid  her  head  ujion  his  breast.     He  had 
his  arm  about  her.  and  kept  gently  pattin<r 
I'cr   on   the   shoulder.     I  think    liazin   was 
right,  and  he  was  really  married.     Of  how 
few  people  can  the  ■  ame  be  said  ! 

Little  did  the  Iia>  •  s  know  how  much 
they  served  us.  We  were  charged  for 
candles,  for  food  and  drink,  and  for  the 
beds  we  slept  in.  But  there  was  nothing 
HI  the  bill  for  the  husband's  pleasant  talk  • 
n()r  for  the  pretty  spectacle  of  their  married 
l'f<--  And  th-re  vas  yet  another  item  un- 
it! 


't  . 

1.4  It- 

it  r 

i  111 


AN   INLAND  VOYAGE 

charged.  For  these  people's  poHteness  really 
set  us  up  agahi  in  our  own  esteem.  We 
had  a  thirst  for  consideration ;  the  sense  of 
insult  was  still  hot  in  our  spirits ;  and  civil 
usage  seemed  to  restore  us  to  our  position 
in  the  world. 

How    little    we    pay    our    way    in  ! 

^Vlthough  we  have  our  purses  continu  .j  in 
our  hand,  the  better  part  of  service  goes  still 
unrewarded.  IJut  1  like  to  fancy  that  a 
grateful  spirit  gives  as  goo<l  as  it  gets. 
Perhaps  the  IJazins  knew  how  much  I  liked 
them  ?  perhaps  they  also  were  healed  of 
some  slights  by  the  thanks  that  I  gave  them 
in  my  manner  ? 
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HKl.o^^■  La  Fi-re  the  river  runs  through  a 
piece  of  open  pastoral  country;  green,  opu- 
lent,  loved  by  breeders ;  called  the  Ciolden 
Valky.     In  wide  sweeps,  and  with  a  swift 
and  equable  gallop,  the  ceaseless  stream  of 
water   visits   and   makes   green   the   fields. 
Kine,    and    horses,    and    little    humorous 
donkeys,  browse  together  in  the  meadows, 
and  come  down  in  troops  to  the  liver-side 
to  drink.     They  make  a  strange  feature  in 
the   landscape;    above   all    when    they  are 
startled,  ann  ^o  them  galloping  to  and 

fro.  with  th  ..gruous  forms  and  faces. 

It  gives  a  tc./ng  as  of  great,  unfenced 
pampas,  and  the  herds  of  wandering  nations 
There  were  hills  in  the  distance  upon  either 
l)and ;  and  on  one  side,  the  river  sometimes 
bordered  on  the  wooded  spurs  of  Coucy  and 
St.  Ciobain. 
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The  iirtillery  were  pnictising  at  La  Fere; 
and  soon  the  eaniion  of  heaven  joined  in 
that  loud  piny.  Two  continents  of  cloud 
met  and  exchanged  salvos  overhead  :  while 
all  round  the  horizon  we  could  see  sunshine 
and  clear  air  upon  the  hills.  \Vhat  with 
the  iruns  and  the  tlunuler.  the  herds  were 
all  frin'htened  in  the  (ioldcn  Valley.  We 
could  see  them  tossintf  their  heads,  and 
running  to  and  fro  in  timorous  indecision ; 
and  wlien  they  had  made  up  their  minds, 
an<l  the  donkey  followed  the  horse,  and  the 
cow  was  after  the  donkey,  we  could  hear 
their  hooves  thundering  abroad  over  the 
meadows.  It  had  a  martial  sound,  like 
cavalry  charges.  ^\nd  altogether,  as  far  as 
the  ears  are  concerned,  we  had  a  very  rousing 
battle-piece  performed  for  our  amusement. 

^At  last  the  guns  and  the  thiuider  dropped 
ofV;  the  sun  shone  on  the  wet  meadows ; 
the  air  was  scented  with  the  breath  of  re- 
joicing trees  and  grass ;  and  the  river  kept 
unweariedly  carrying  us  on  at  its  best  pace. 
There  was  a  manufacturing  district  about 
Chaiuiy  :  and  after  that  the  banks  grew  so 
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high  that  they  hid  the  adjacent  country,  and 
we  could  see  nothing  but  clay  sides,  and 
one  willow  after  another.  Only,  here  and 
there,  we  passed  by  a  village  or  a  feiTy,  and 
some  wondering  child  upon  the  bank  would 
stare  after  us  until  we  turned  the  corner 
I  daresay  we  continued  to  paddle  in  that 
cluld  s  dreams  for  many  a  night  ailer. 

Sun  and  shower  alternated  like  day  and 
night,  making  the  hours   longer  by  their 
variety.     AVhen  the  showers  were  heavy 
I  could  feel  each  drop  striking  through  my 
jersey  to  my  warm  skin ;  and  the  accumula- 
tion of  small  shocks  put  me  nearly  beside 
myself    I  decided  I  should  buy  a  mackintosh 
at  Noyon.     It  is  nothing  to  get  wet;  but 
the  misery  of  these  individual  pricks  of  cold 
Hll  over  my  body  at  the  same  instant  of 
time    made  me  flail   the  water  with   my 
paddle  hke  a  madman.     The  Ci^rarctte  was 
greatly  amused  by  these  ebullitions.    It  gave 
h.m  something  else  to  look  at  besides  clay 
banks  and  willows. 

All  the  time,  the  river  stole  away  like  a 
thiet  in   straight   places,   or  s  vung  round 
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corners  with  an  eddy ;  the  willows  nodded, 
and  were  undermined  all  day  long ;  the  clay 
banks  tumbled  in  ;  the  Oise,  which  had  been 
so  many  centuries  making  the  (I olden  Valley, 
seemed  to  have  changed  its  fancy,  and  be 
bent  upon  undoing  its  performance.  What 
a  number  of  things  a  river  does,  by  simply 
following  (Jravity  hi  the  innocence  of  its 
heart ! 
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Novcx  stands  about  a  mile  from  the  river 
«n  a  little  plain  surrounded  by  wooded  hills' 
and  entirely  covers  an  eminence  with  its  tile 
roofs  surmounted  by  a  long,  straight -backed 
cathedral  with  two  stiff  towers.     As  we  irot 
".to  the  town,  the  tile  roofs  seemed  to  tumble 
uphill  one  upon  another,  in  the  oddest  dis- 
order;  but  for  all  their  scrambling,  they  did 
not  attain  above  the  knees  of  the  cathedral 
which  stood,  upright  and  solemn,  over  all' 
As   the   streets  drew  near  to   this  presid* 
|ng  genius,  through  the  market-place  under 
the  Hotel  de  Ville,  they  grew  emptier  and 
more  composed.     ]}lank  walls  and  shutte-^d 
windows  were  turned  to  the  great  edit., 
and   grass  grew   on   the   white    causeway." 
Put  off  thy  shoes  from  off  thy  feet,  for  the 
place  wliereon  thou  standest  is  holy  ground." 
1  he  Hotel  du  Nord,  nevertheless,  lights  its 

secular  tapers  within  a  stone-east  of  the 
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church;  and  we  had  the  superb  east-end 
before  our  eyes  all  morning  from  the  window 
of  our  bedroom.     I  have  seldom  looked  on 
the  east-end  of  a  church  with  more  complete 
sympathy.     As  it  flanges  out  in  three  wide 
terraces  and  settles  down  broadly  on  the 
earth,  it  looks  like  the  poop  of  some  great 
old  battle-ship.     Hollow-backed  buttresses 
carry  vases,  which  ligure  for  the  stern  lan- 
terns.    There  is  a  roll  in  the  ground,  and 
the  towers  just  appear  above  the  pitch  of 
the  roof,   as  though   the   good   ship   were 
bowing  lazily  over  an  Atlantic  swell.     At 
any  moment  it  mi,i;lit  be   a  hundred  feet 
away  from  you,  climbitig  the  next  billow. 
At  any  moment  a  window  might  open,  and 
sonic  old  admiral  thrust  forth  a  cocked  hat, 
and  proceed  to  take  an  observation.     The 
old  admirals  sail  the  sea  no  longer  ;  the  old 
ships  of  battle  are  all  broken  up,  and  live 
only  in  pictures  ;  but  this,  that  was  a  church 
before  ever  they  were  thouglit  upon,  is  still 
a  church,  and  makes  as  brave  an  appearance 
by  the  Oise.     The  cathedral  and  the  river 
are  probably  the  two  oldest  things  for  miles 
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around;   and   certainly  they   liave   both   a 
grand  old  age. 

The  Sacristan  took  us  to  the  top  cf  one 
of  the  towers,  and  showed  us  the  five  bells 
hanging  in  their  loft.  From  above,  the 
town  was  a  tessellated  pavement  of  roofs  and 
gardens  ;  the  old  line  of  rampart  was  plainly 
traceable ;  and  the  Sacristan  pointed  out  to 
us,  far  across  the  plain,  in  a  bit  of  gleam- 
ing sky  between  two  clouds,  the  towers  of 
Chateau  Coucy. 

I  find  I  never  weary  of  great  churches. 
It  is  my  favourite  kind  of  mountain  scenery. 
Mankind  was  never  so  happily  inspired  as 
when  it  made  a  cathedral :  a  thing  as  single 
and  specious  as  a  statue  to  the  first  gh«nce, 
and  yet,  on  examination,  as  lively  and  inter- 
esting as  a  forest  in  detail.     The  height  of 
spires   cannot   be   taken  by  trigonometry; 
they  measure  absurdly  short,  but  how  tall 
they  are  to  the  admiring  eye  !    xVnd  where 
we  have  so  many  elegant  proportions,  grow- 
ing one  out  of  the  other,  and  all  together 
into  one,  it  seems  as  if  proportion  tran- 
scended itself,  and  became  something  dif- 
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ftrent  and  more  imposing.  I  could  never 
fathom  how  a  man  dares  to  lift  up  his  voice 
to  preacli  in  a  cathedral.  VVliat  is  he  to  say- 
that  will  not  be  an  anti-climax  ?  For  though 
1  have  heard  a  considerable  variety  of  ser- 
mons, I  never  yet  heard  one  that  was  so 
expressive  as  a  cathedral.  'Tis  the  best 
preacher  itself,  and  preaches  day  and  night ; 
not  only  telling  you  of  man's  art  and  aspira- 
tions in  the  past,  but  convicting  your  own 
soul  of  ardent  sympathies;  or  rather,  like 
all  good  preachers,  it  sets  you  preaching  to 
yourself ;— and  every  man  is  his  own  doctor 
of  divinity  in  the  last  resort. 

As  I  sat  outside  of  the  notel  in  the  course 
of  the  afternoon,  the  sweet  groaning  thunder 
of  the  organ  floated  out  of  the  church  like 
a  summons.  I  was  not  averse,  liking  the 
theatre  so  well,  to  sit  out  an  act  or  two  of 
the  play,  but  I  could  never  rightly  make 
out  the  nature  of  the  service  I  beheld.  Four 
or  five  priests  and  as  many  choristers  were 
singing  Miserere  before  the  high  altar  when 
I  went  in.     There  was  no  congregation  but 

a  few  old  women  on  chairs  and  old  n.en 
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kneeling  on  tlie  pavement.     After  a  while 

a  long  train  of  yonng  girls,  walking  two 

and  two,  each  with  a  lighted  taper  in  her 

hand,  and  all  dressed  in  hlaek  with  a  white 

veil,  eame  from  hehind  the  altar,  and  hegan 

to  di  -,cend  the  nave ;  the  four  first  carrying 

a  Virgin  and  child  upon  a  table.     The  priests 

and  choristers  arose  from  their  knees  and 

followed  after,  singing  «  Ave  Mary  "  as  they 

went.     In  this  order  they  made  the  eireuit 

of  the  cathedral,  passing  twice  before  me 

where  I  leaned  against  a  pillar.     The  priest 

who  seemed  of  most   coi-sequenc'e  was  a 

strange,  down- looking  old  man.     He  kept 

mumbling  prayers  with  his  lips ;  but  as  he 

looked  upon  me  darkling,  it  did  not  seem 

as  if  prayer  were  uppermost  in  his  heart. 

Two  others,  who  bore  the  burthen  of  the 

chaunt,  were  stout,  brutal,  military-looking 

men  of  forty,  with  bold,  overfed  eyes ;  they 

sang  with  some  lustiness,  and  trolled  forth 

"Ave  Mary"  like  a  garrison  catch.     The 

little  girls  were  timid  and  grave.     As  they 

footed  slowly  up  the  aisle,  each  one  took  a 

moment's  glance  at  the  Englishman;  and 
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the  l)i<T  nun  who  played  marshal  fairly  stared 
him  out  of  countenance.  As  for  the  chor- 
isters, from  first  to  last  they  misbehaved  as 
only  boys  can  misbehave ;  and  cruelly  marred 
the  performance  with  their  antics. 

I  understood  a  ^rcat  deal  of  the  spirit  of 
what  went  on.  Indeed  it  would  be  difticidt 
not  to  understand  the  Miserere,  which  I 
take  to  be  the  composition  of  an  atheist. 
If  it  ever  be  a  |^ood  thing  to  take  such 
despondency  to  heart,  the  Miserere  is  the 
right  music,  and  a  cathedral  a  fit  scene.  So 
far  I  am  at  one  with  the  Catholics : — an 
odd  name  for  them,  after  all  ?  But  why, 
in  God's  name,  these  holiday  choristers? 
why  these  priests  who  steal  wandering  looks 
about  the  congregation  wliile  they  feign  to 
be  at  prayer  i  why  this  fat  nun,  who  rudely 
arranges  her  procession  and  shakes  delin- 
quent virgins  by  the  elbow  ?  why  this  spit- 
ting, and  snuffing,  and  forgetting  of  keys, 
and  the  thousand  and  one  little  misadven- 
tures that  disturb  a  frame  of  mind  labo- 
riously edified  with  chaunts  and  organings  ? 

In  any  play-house  reverend  fathers  may  see 
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what  can  })e  donp  witlj  a  little  art,  and 
how,  to  move  hi<rh  sentiments,  it  is  neces- 
sary to  drill  the  supernumeraries  and  have 
every  stool  in  its  proper  place. 

One  other  circumstance  distressed  me. 
I  could  hear  a  Miserere  myself,  having  had 
a  pood  deal  of  open-air  exercise  of  late; 
but  I  wished  the  old  people  somewhere 
else.  It  was  neither  the  right  sort  of 
music  nor  the  right  sort  of  divinity  for 
men  and  women  who  have  come  through 
most  accidents  by  this  time,  and  probably 
have  an  opinion  of  their  own  upon  the 
tragic  element  in  life.  A  person  up  in 
years  can  generally  do  his  own  Miserere  for 
himself;  although  I  notice  that  such  an  one 
often  prefers  Jubilate  Deo  for  his  ordinary 
singing.  On  the  whole,  the  most  religious 
exercise  for  the  aged  is  probably  to  recall 
their  own  experience;  so  many  friends 
dead,  so  many  hopes  disappointed,  so  many 
slips  and  stumbles,  and  withal  so  many 
bright  days  and  smiling  providences ;  there 
is  surely  the  matter  of  a  very  eloquent 
sermon  in  all  this. 
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On  the  whole.  I  was  j^Tcatly  Sf)k'iT)nise(l. 
In  the  Uttlc  pictorial  iriap  of  our  whole 
Inland  \'oyjige,  which  my  fancy  still  pre- 
serves, and  sometimes  nnrolls  for  the  amuse- 
ment of  mid  moments,  Noyon  cathedral 
Hgures  on  a  most  preposterous  scale,  and 
nnist  be  nearly  as  lar^'c  as  a  department.  I 
can  still  see  the  faces  of  the  priests  as  if  they 
were  at  my  elbow,  and  hear  Ave  Min/u,  ora 
pro  nobis,  soundin<^  through  the  church. 
All  Noyon  is  blotted  out  for  me  by  these 
superior  memories ;  and  I  do  not  care  to 
say  more  about  the  place.  It  was  but  a 
stack  of  brown  roofs  at  the  best,  where  I 
believe  people  live  very  reputably  in  a  quiet 
way ;  but  the  shadow  of  the  church  falls 
upon  it  when  the  sun  is  low,  and  the  five 
bells  are  heard  in  all  quarters,  tellin«r  that 
the  organ  has  begun.  If  ever  I  join  the 
Church  of  Rome,  I  shall  stipulate  to  be 
Bishop  of  Noyon  on  the  Oise. 
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TiiK  most  patient  people  ^row  we.-iry  .-it  Inst 
with  being  eontinu.illy  wetted  with  rain; 
except  of  eoursc  in  the  Scottish  Highlands, 
where  there  arc  not  enough  fine  intervals  to 
point  the  difFerence.  That  was  like  to  be 
cur  case,  the  day  we  left  Noyon.  I  re- 
member nothing  of  the  voyage;  it  was 
nothing  but  clay  banks  and  willows,  and 
rain ;  incessant,  pitiless,  beating  rain ;  until 
we  stopped  to  lunch  at  a  little  inn  at 
I'impre/,  where  the  canal  ran  very  near  the 
river.  We  were  so  sadly  drenched  that  the 
landlady  lit  a  few  sticks  in  the  chimney  for 
our  comfort;  there  we  sat  in  a  steam  of 
vapour,  lamenting  our  concerns.  The  hus- 
band (lonned  a  game-bag  and  strode  out  to 
shoot ;  the  wife  sat  in  a  far  corner  watch- 
ing as.     I  think  we  were  worth  looking  at. 

We  grumbled  over  the  misfortune  of  I.a 
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Fere;  we  forecjist  other  La  Feres  in  tlie 
future; — althoujjfh  things  went  better  with 
the  Cigarette  for  spokesman ;  he  had  more 
aplomb  altogether  than  I ;  and  a  dull,  posi- 
tive way  of  approaching  a  landlady  that 
carried  ofl*  the  india-rubber  bags.  'J'alking 
of  La  Fere  put  us  talking  of  the  reservists. 

"  Reservery,"  said  he,  "  seems  a  pretty 
mean  way  to  spend  one's  autumn  holiday." 

"About  as  mean,"  returned  I  dejectedly, 
"  as  canoeing." 

"  These  gentlemen  travel  for  their  plea- 
sure ? "  asked  the  landlady,  with  unconscious 
irony. 

It  was  too  nmch.  The  scales  fell  from 
our  eyes.  Another  wet  day,  it  was  deter- 
mined, and  we  put  the  boats  into  the  train. 

The  weather  took  the  hint.    That  was  our 

last   wetting.      The    afternoon   faired    up: 

grand  clouds  still  voyaged  in  the  sky,  l)ut 

now  singly,  and  with  a  depth  of  blue  around 

their  path;  .ind  a  sunset  in   the  daintiest 

rose  and  gold  inaugurated  a  thick  night  of 

stars   and  a  month   of  unbroken   weather. 

At  the  same  time,  the  river  began  to  give 
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us  a  better  outlook  into  the  country.  The 
banks  were  not  so  high,  the  willows  dis- 
appeared from  along  the  margin,  and  pleasant 
hills  stood  all  along  its  course  and  marked 
their  profile  on  the  sky. 

In  a  little  while  the  canal,  coming  to  its 
last  lock,  began  to  discharge  its  water-houses 
on  the  Oise ;  so  that  we  had  no  lack  of  com- 
pany to  fear.  licre  were  all  our  old  friends ; 
the  Deo  Gratias  of  Condc  and  the  Four  Sons 
of  Aijmon  journeyed  cheerily  down  stream 
along  with  us ;  we  exchanged  waterside 
pleasantries  with  the  steersman  perched 
among  the  lumber,  or  the  driver  hoarse  with 
bawling  to  his  horses  ;  and  the  children  came 
and  looked  over  the  side  as  we  paddled  by. 
AVe  had  never  known  all  this  while  how 
nmch  we  missed  them ;  but  it  gave  us  a  fillip 
to  sec  the  smoke  from  their  chinmcys. 

A  little  below  this  junction  we  made  an- 
other meeting  of  yet  more  account.  For 
there  we  were  joined  by  the  iVisne,  already 
a  far-travelled  river  and  fresh  out  of  Cham- 
pagne. Here  ended  the  adolescence  of  the 
Oise ;  this  was  his  marriage  day ;  thence- 
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AN    INLAND  VOYAGE 

forward  he  luid  a  stately,  brimming  march, 
conscious  of  his  own  dignity  and  sundry 
dams.  He  became  a  tranquil  feature  in  the 
scene.  The  trees  and  towns  saw  themselves 
in  him,  as  in  a  mirror.  He  carried  the 
canoes  lightly  on  his  broad  breast ;  there  was 
no  need  to  work  liard  against  an  eddy :  but 
idleness  became  the  order  of  the  day,  and 
mere  straightforward  dipping  of  the  paddle, 
now  on  this  side,  now  on  that,  without  in- 
telligence or  effort.  Tridy  we  were  coming 
into  halcyon  weather  upon  all  accounts,  and 
were  floated  towards  the  sea  like  gentlemen. 
We  made  Compiegne  as  the  sun  was 
going  down  :  a  line  profile  of  a  town  above 
the  river.  Over  the  bridge,  a  regiment  was 
parading  to  the  drum.  People  loitered  on 
the  quay,  son  e  fishing,  some  looking  idly 
at  the  stream.  And  as  the  two  boats  shot 
in  aloiig  the  water,  we  could  see  them 
pointing  them  out  and  speaking  one  to 
another.  W'e  landed  at  a  floating  lavatory, 
where  the  washerwomen  were  still  beating 
the  clothes. 
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We  put  up  ut  a  big,  bustliutr  hotel  in  Coni- 
pic'giie,  where  nobody  observed  our  presence, 
lleservery  and  general  iiiilitari.smns  (us  the 
(iennuns  cull  it)  were  ruinpunt.    A  cunip  of 
^nicul  white  tents  without  the  town  looked 
like  u  leaf  out  of  a  picture  liible ;  sword- 
belts  decorated  the  wulls  of  the  cafes  ;  and 
the  streets  kept  sounding  all  day  long  with 
military  music.     It  was  not  possible  to  be  an 
Englishman  and  avoid  u  feeling  of  elation ; 
for  the  men  who  followed  the  drums  were 
smuU,  und  walked  shabbily.     Each  man  in- 
clined at  his  own  angle,  and  jolted  to  his 
own  convenience,  as  he  went.     There  was 
nothing  of  the   superl)   gait   with  wliich  a 
regiment  of  tall  Highlanders  moves  behind 
its  nmsic,  solenm  and  inevitable,  like  a  natural 
phenomenon.     VV'ho  that   has  seen   it  can 
forget  the  drum-major  pacing  in  front,  the 

druu'mers'  tiger-skins,  the  pipers'  swinging 
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AN   INLAND   VOYAGE 

plaids,  the  Ncnmge  elastic  rhythm  of  the 
whole  regiment  footing  it  in  time — and  the 
bang  of  the  drum,  when  the  brasse.;  cease, 
and  the  shrill  pipes  take  up  the  martial  story 
in  their  place  i 

A  girl,  at  school  in  France,  began  to 
describe  one  of  our  regiments  on  parade  to 
her  French  schoolmates;  and  as  she  went 
on,  she  told  me,  the  recollection  grew  so 
vivid,  she  became  so  proud  to  be  the  country- 
woman of  such  soldiers,  and  so  sorry  to  be 
in  another  country,  that  her  voice  failed  her 
and  she  burst  into  tears.  I  have  never  for- 
gotten that  girl ;  and  I  think  she  very  nearly 
deserves  a  statue.  To  call  her  a  young  lady, 
with  all  its  niminy  associations,  would  be  to 
ofler  her  an  insult.  She  may  rest  assured 
of  one  thing;  although  she  never  should 
marry  a  heroic  general,  never  see  any  great 
or  innnediate  result  of  her  life,  she  will  not 
have  lived  in  vain  for  her  native  land. 

Hut  though  French  soldiers  show  to  ill- 
advantage  on  parade,  on  the  march  they  are 
gay,  alert,  and  willing  like  a  troop  of  fox- 
hunters.    I  remember  once  seeing  a  company 
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pass  through  the  forest  of  Fontainebleau,  on 

the  Chailly  road,  between  the  Bas  Brdau 

and  the  Reine  Blanche.     One  fellow  walked 

a  little   before  the  rest,  and  sang  u  loud, 

audacious  marching  song.    The  rest  bestirred 

their  feet,  and  even  swung  their  muskets  in 

time.     A  young  ofllcer  on  horseback  had 

hard  ado  to  keep   his  countenance  at  the 

words.     You  never  saw  anything  so  cheerful 

and  spontaneous  as  their  gait ;  schoolboys 

do  not  look  more  eagerly  at  hare  and  hounds ; 

and  you  would  have  thought  it  impossible 

to  tire  such  willing  marchers. 

My  great  delight  in  Compiogne  was  the 

It 

all 

turreted,  and  gargoyled,  and  slashed,  and 

bedizened  with  half  a  score  of  architectural 

fancies.     Some  of  the  niches  are  gilt  and 

painted  ;  and  in  a  great  square  panel  in  the 

centre,  in   black   relief  on   a  gilt  ground, 

liOuis  XII.  i-ides  upon  a  pacing  horse,  with 

hand  on  hip  and  head  thrown  back.     There 

is  royal  arrogance  in  every  line  of  him  ;  the 

stirruped  foot  projects  insolently  from  the 
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town-hall.     I  doted  upon  the  town-hall, 
is   a   momnnent   of  (Gothic   insecurity, 
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frame ;  the  eye  is  liard  and  proud  ;  the  very 
horse  seems  to  be  treading  with  gratification 
over  prostrate  serfs,  and  to  have  the  breath 
of  the  trumpet  in  his  nostrils.  So  rides  for 
ever,  on  tlic  front  of  tlie  town-hall,  the  good 
king  Louis  XII.,  the  lather  of  his  people. 

Over  the  king's  head,  in  the  tall  centre 
turret,  appears  the  dial  of  a  clock  ;  and  high 
above  that,  three  little  mechanical  figures, 
each  one  with  a  hammer  in  his  hand,  whose 
businer^  it  is  to  chime  out  the  hours  and 
halves  and  quarters  for  the  burgesses  of 
Compit'gne.  The  centre  figure  has  a  gilt 
breast-plate ;  the  two  others  wear  gilt  trunk- 
hose  ;  and  they  all  three  have  elegant,  flap- 
ping hats  like  cavaliers.  As  the  quarter 
approaches,  they  turn  their  heads  and  look 
knowingly  one  to  the  other ;  and  then,  kliiig 
go  the  three  hammers  on  three  little  bells 
below.  The  hour  follows,  deep  and  sonorous, 
from  the  interior  of  the  tower;  and  the 
gilded  gentlemen  rest  from  their  labours 
with  contentment. 

I   had  a  great  deal  of  healthy  pleasure 
from  tlieir  manctuvrcs,  and  took  good  care 
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AT  COMPI'^^NE 

to  miss  as  few  performances  as  possible ; 

and  I  found  that  even  the  Cigarette,  while 

he  pretended  to  despise  my  enthusiasm,  was 

more  or  less  a  devotee  himself.     There  is 

something  highly  absurd  in  the  exposition 

of  such  toys  to  the  outrages  of  winter  on  a 

housetop.     They  would  be  more  in  keeping 

in  a  glass  case  before  a  Niirnberg  clock. 

Above  all,  at  night,  when  the  children  are 

abed,  and  even  grown  people  are  snoring 

under  quilts,  does  it  not  seem  impertinent 

to  leave  these  ginger-bread  figures  winking 

and  tinkling  to  the  stars  and  the  rolling 

moon  ?     The   gargoyles   may   fitly  enough 

twist  their  ape-like  heads ;  fitly  enough  may 

i.iie   potentate  bestride  his   charger,  like  a 

centurion  in  an  old  German  print  of  the  f^ia 

J)olorom  ;  but  the  toys  should  be  put  away 

in  a  box  among  some  cotton,  until  the  sun 

rises,  and  the  children  are  abroad  again  to 

be  amused. 

In  Compiegne  post-office  a  great  packet 

of  letters  awaited  us;  and  the  aiithorities 

were,  for  this  occasion  only,  so  polite  as  to 

hand  theai  over  upon  application. 
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In  some  ways,  our  journey  may  be  said 
to  end  with  this  letter-bag  at  CompiJ^gne. 
The  spell  was  broken.  We  had  partly  con^c 
home  from  that  moment. 

No  otie  should  have  any  correspondence 
on  a  journey  ;  it  is  bad  enough  to  have  to 
write,  but  the  receipt  of  letters  is  the  death 
of  all  holiday  feeling. 

'*  Out  of  my  country  and  myself  I  go." 
I  wisii  to  take  a  dive  among  new  condi- 
tions for  a  while,  as  into  another  clement.  I 
have  nothing  to  do  with  my  friends  or  my 
aflfections  for  the  time  ;  when  I  came  away, 
I  left  my  heart  at  home  in  a  desk,  or  sent  it 
forward  with  my  pcjrtmantcau  to  await  me 
at  my  destination.  After  my  journey  is 
over,  I  shall  not  fail  to  read  your  admirable 
letters  with  the  attention  they  deserve. 
Biit  I  have  paid  all  this  money,  look  you, 
and  paddled  all  these  strokes,  for  no  other 
pmpose  tli-n  to  be  abroad  ;  and  yet  you 
keep  me  at  liome  with  your  perpetual  com- 
numications.  Vou  tug  the  string,  and  I 
feel  that  I  am  a  tethered  bird.     '*'ou  pursue 

me  all  over  Europe  with  the  little  vexations 
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AT   COMriEGNE 

that  I  eaine  away  to  avoid.  There  is  no 
discharge  in  the  war  of  hfe,  I  aip  'v  u  aware ; 
hut  shall  there  not  be  so  niu'  u  is  a  vv(,-ck  .s 
furlough  ? 

We  were  up  by  six,  the  da^  \,\:  •",  ro  to 
le.'ivc.  Tlicy  had  taken  so  little  note  of  us 
that  I  hardly  thought  they  would  have  con- 
descended on  a  hill.  lint  tliey  did,  with 
some  smart  particulars  too  ;  and  we  paid  in 
a  civilised  manner  to  an  uninterested  clerk, 
and  went  out  of  that  hotel,  with  the  intlia- 
ruhber  bags,  uiuemarked.  No  one  cared  to 
know  aboiit  us.  It  is  not  possible  to  rise 
before  a  village ;  but  Compicgne  was  so 
grown  a  town,  that  it  took  its  ease  in  the 
morning ;  and  we  were  up  and  away  while  it 
was  still  in  dressing-gown  and  slippers.  The 
streets  were  left  to  people  washing  door- 
steps ;  nobody  was  in  full  dress  but  the 
cavaliers  upon  the  town-hall ;  they  were  all 
washed  with  dew,  spruce  in  their  gilding, 
and  full  of  intelligence  and  a  sense  of  profes- 
sional responsibility.  KUiig  went  they  on 
the  bells  for  the  half-past  six  as  we  went  by. 

1  took  it  kind  of  them  to  nuike  me  this 
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parting  compliment ;  they  never  were  in 
belter  form,  not  even  at  noon  upon  a 
Sunday. 

There  was  no  one  to  sec  us  off  hut  the 
early  washerwomen — early  and  late — who 
were  alreaily  heating  the  linen  in  their 
floating  lavatory  on  the  river.  They  were 
very  merry  and  matutinal  in  their  ways  ; 
plunged  their  arms  boldly  in,  and  seemed 
not  to  feel  the  shock.  It  would  be  dispirit- 
ing to  me,  this  early  beginning  and  first  cold 
dabble  of  a  most  dispiriting  day's  work. 
IJut  I  believe  they  would  have  been  as 
unwilling  to  change  days  with  us  as  we 
could  l)e  to  change  with  them.  They 
crowded  to  the  door  to  watch  us  paddle 
away  into  the  thin  sunny  mists  upon  the 
river ;  and  shouted  heartily  after  us  till  we 
were  through  the  bridge. 
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TiiKKK  is  ;i  sense  inwliieh  those  mists  never 
rose  from  oil'  our  journey ;  unci  from  that 
time  forth  they  He  very  densely  in  my  note- 
hook.     iVs  long  as  the  Oise   was  a  small 


ral 


it  took 


near  hy  peoples  doors, 
and  we  eonid  hold  a  conversation  with 
natives  in  the  riparian  fieUls.  lUit  now  that 
it  had  grown  so  wide,  the  life  along  shore 
passed  us  hy  at  a  distance.  It  was  the 
same  dillerence  as  hetween  a  great  puhlie 
highway  and  a  country  hypath  that  wan- 
ders in  and  out  of  cottage  gardens.  We 
now  lay  in  towns,  where  nohody  troubled 
us  with  (piestions ;  we  had  iloatcd  into 
civilised  life,  where  people  pass  without 
salutation.  In  sparsely  itdiahited  places, 
we  make  all  we  can  of  each  encounter; 
hut  when  it  comes  to  a  city,  we  keep  to 
ourselves,  and  never  speak  unless  we  have 

trodden  on  a  man's  toes.     In  these  waters 
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we  were  no  Ioniser  strange  birds,  and  no- 

l)ody   supposed   wc   had    travelled    (arther 

than  from  the  last  town.     1  remember,  when 

we  came  into  I/Isle  Adam,  for  instance,  how 

we  met  dozens  of  pleasure-boats  outing  it 

for  the  afternoon,  and  tlicre  was  nothing 

to   distinguish   tlie  true  voyager   from  the 

amateur,  except,  perhaps,  the  filthy  cortdi- 

tion  of  my  sail.     The  company  in  one  boat 

actually  thought  they  recognised  jue  for  a 

neighbour.     Was  there  ever  anything  more 

wounding^      All   the   romance   had   come 

down  to  that.     Now,  on  the  upper  Oise, 

where  nothing  sailed  as  a  general  thing  but 

fish,  a  pair  of  canoeists  could  not  be  thus 

vulgarly  explained  away;  we  were  strange 

and    picturesque    intruders;    and     out    of 

people's  wonder  sprang  a  sort  of  light  and 

passing  intimacy  all  along  our  route.     There 

is   nothing   but   tit-for-tat   in    this    world, 

though  sometimes  it  be  a  little  diflicult  to 

trace:    for   the    scores   are  older  than   wc 

ourselves,  and  there  has  never  yet  l)een  a 

settling-day   since   things  were.     You   get 

entertainment  pretty   much    in   proportion 
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us  yoii  ^(ivc.  As  long  :is  we  were  a  sort  of 
odd  wanderers,  to  be  stared  at  and  followed 
like  a  quack  doctor  or  a  caravan,  we  had  no 
want  of  amusement  in  return ;  but  as  soon 
as  we  sank  into  commonplace  ourselves,  all 
whom  we  met  were  similarly  disc  ?haTited. 
And  here  is  one  reason  of  a  dozen,  hy  the 
world  is  dull  to  dull  persons. 

In  our  earlier  adventures  there  was  gener- 
ally something  to  do,  and  that  quickened 
us.  Even  the  showers  of  rain  had  a  revivi- 
fying ellect,  and  shook  up  the  brain  from 
torpor.  Hut  now,  when  the  river  no  longer 
ran  in  a  proper  sense,  only  glided  seaward 
with  an  even,  outright,  but  imperceptible 
speed,  and  when  the  sky  smiled  njK)n  us 
day  after  day  without  variety,  we  began  to 
slip  into  that  golden  doze  of  the  mind  which 
folloAvs  upon  much  exercise  in  the  open  air. 
I  have  stupefied  myself  in  this  way  more 
than  once ;  indeed,  I  dearly  love  the  feeling  ; 
but  I  never  had  it  to  the  same  degree  as 
wiien  paddling  down  the  Oise.  It  was  the 
apotheosis  of  stupidity. 

We  ceased  reading  entirely.     Sometimes 
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when  I  found  ;>  new  paper,  !  took  a  parti- 
cular pleasure  mi  reading  a  single  number 
of  the  ciurent  novel ;   but   1    never  could 
I)ear  more  than  three  instalments;  and  even 
the  second  was  a  disupjiointment.     As  soon 
as  the  tale  became  in  any  way  perspicuous, 
it  lost  all  merit  in  my  eyes ;  only  a  single 
scene,  or,  as  is  the  way  with  Ihcscfciil/htons; 
half  a  scene,  without  antecedent  or  conse- 
(jucnce,  like  a  piece  of  a  dream,  had  the 
knack  of  fixing  my  interest.     The   less   I 
saw  of  the  novel,  the  better  1    liked  it:  a 
pregnant  reHeelion.     Ihit  for  the  most  part, 
jis  i  s.'iid.  we  neither  of  us  read  anything  in 
the   worhl.    and   employed    the   very   little- 
while  we   were   awake    Ixtween   bed    and 
diimer  in  poring  upon  maps.     I  have  always 
been  fond  of  maps,  an<l  can  voyage  in  an 
jitlas    with    the   greatest    enjoyment.     The 
names  of  places  are  singulMrly  inviting:  the 
contour  of  coasts  and  rivers   is  enthralling 
to  the  eye;  and  to  hil,  in  a  map.  upon  some 
place  you  have  heard  of  before,  makes  his- 
tory a  new   possession.     Hut  we  thumbed 
our    charts,    on   these   evenings,    with   the 
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bl'iikcst  uncoiKorn.     VVc  cared  not  a  frac- 

ticA  foi  this  place  or  that.     AVe  stared  at 

the  sheet  as  children  listen  to  their  rattle ; 

and  read  the  names  of  towns  or  villaues  to 

forget  them   again   at   once.     W'c  had   no 

roinaiue  in  the  matter;  there  was  nobody 

so  fancy-free.     If  yon  had  taken  the  nia[)s 

away  while  we  were  studying  tliein  most 

intently,  il  is  a  fair  het  whether  we  might 

not  have  contitmed  to  study  the  table  with 

the  same  delight. 

About  one  thing  we  were  mightily  taken 

up,  and  tliat  was  eating.     I  think   I   made 

a  god  of  my  belly.      |   remember  dwelling 

in  imagination   upon  this  or  that  dish  till 

my  mouth   watered;    and  long    before   we 

got   in   for  the   night   my  appetite   was    a 

clamant,    instant    amioyance.      Sometimes 

we  paddled  alongside  for  a  while  and  whetted 

each  other  with  gastronomical  fancies  as  we 

went.     Cake  and  sheiry,  a  homely  refection, 

but  not  within  reach,  upon  the  Oise,  trotted 

through  my   head  for    many  a   mile;   and 

once,  as  we  were  approaching  N'erberie,  the 

Cfgttrettc  brought  my  heart  into  my  mouth 
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by    the    sun;nrostioji    of    oyster-patties    ami 
Sauterne. 

I  suppose  none  of  us  reeo^uise  the  jrreat 
part  that   is   i)laye(l  in  life   by  eating  and 
drinking.      The   appetite    is   so   imperious 
that  we  ean  stotuach  the  least  interesting 
viands,  and  pass  ofl'a  dinner-hour  thankfully 
enougii  on  bread  and  water  ;  just  as  there 
are  men   who  must   read  something,  if  it 
were  oidy    linulslnncs    Guide.     Hut   tliere 
is  a  romance   al)out    tlie  matter  after   all. 
rrobal)ly  tlie  table  has  more  devotees  than 
love;   and    I    am    >\nc  that  food    is   much 
more  generally   '^i       taining  than  scenery. 
Do  you  give  in,  as  Walt  Whitman  would 
say,    that  you   are   any   the   less  inunortal 
for    that  i     The  true  materialism   is  to  be 
ashaiiied  of  Avhat  we  are.     To  detect  the 
flavour   of  an   olive  is  no   less  a  piece  of 
human   perfection   than   to  find  beauty   in 
the  colours  of  the  sunset. 

Canoeing  was  easy  work.  To  dip  the 
paddle  at  the  proper  inclination,  now  right, 
nt)w  left ;  to  keep  the  head  down  stream ; 
to  empty  the  little  pool  that  gathered  in 
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the  lap  of  the  apron  ;  to  screw  up  the  eyes 
against  the  glittering  sparkles  of  sun  upon 
the  water ;  or  now  and  again  to  pass  below 
the  whistling  tow-rope  of  the  Iho  Grdtias 

of  C'oiuk",  or  the  Four  Son.s  of  .ii/mofi 

there  was  not  much  art  in  that :  certain 
silly  uniscles  managed  it  lietwcen  sleep  and 
waking;  and  meanwliiie  the  brain  had  a 
whole  holiday,  and  went  to  sleep.  We  took 
in,  at  a  glance,  the  larger  features  of  the 
scene,  and  beheld,  with  half  an  eye,  bloused 
fishers  and  dabbling  washerwomen  on  the 
bank.  Now  and  again  we  might  be  half- 
wakened  by  some  church  spire,  by  u  leaping 
fish,  or  by  a  trail  of  river  grass  that  clung 
about  the  paddle  and  had  to  be  plucked  off 
and  thrown  away.  Hut  these  luminous 
intervals  were  only  partially  luminous.  A 
little  more  of  us  was  called  into  action,  but 
never  the  whole.  The  central  bureau  of 
nerves,  what  in  some  moods  we  call  Our- 
selves, enjoyed  its  holiday  without  (hsturb- 
ance,  like  a  Ciovcrnment  Office.  The  great 
wheels  of  intelligence   turned   idly  in   the 

head,   like    fly-wheels,   grinding    no    grist. 
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I  have  ^one  on  for  half-nn-hour  at  a  time, 
counting  my  strokes  and  forgetting  the 
hundreds,  I  Hatter  myself  the  beasts  that 
perish  could  not  underbid  that,  as  a  low 
form  of  consciousness.  A  nd  whiit  a  pleasure 
it  was!  What  a  hearty,  tolerant  temper 
did  it  bring  about!  'I'licre  is  nothing  cap- 
tious about  a  man  who  has  attained  to 
this,  the  one  possible  apotheosis  in  life,  the 
Apotheosis  of  Stupidity ;  and  he  begins  to 
feel  dignified  and  longjcvous  like  a  t  ee. 

'Inhere  was  one  odd  piece  of  practical 
meta|)hysics  which  accompanied  what  I  may 
call  the  depth,  if  I  must  not  call  it  the 
intensity,  of  my  abstraction.  What  philo- 
sophers call  iiic  and  iiot-mc,  ij^o  and  iion 
Ci^o,  j)reoccupied  me  whether  I  woidd  or 
no.  There  was  less  iiiv  and  more  iiot-uie 
than  I  was  accustomed  to  expect.  I  looked 
on  upon  somebody  else,  who  managed  the 
paddling  ;  I  was  aware  of  somebody  else's 
feet  against  the  stretcher;  my  own  body 
seemed  to  have  no  more  intimate  relation 
to  me  than  the  canoe,  or  the  river,  or  the 

river   banks.       Xor   this    alone :   something 
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inside   my    mind,   a   part   of  my   hrain,   a 
province  of  my  proper  beinjr,  hud  thrown 
off  allegiance  and  set  up  for  itself,  or  perhaps 
for  the  somebody  else  who  did  the  paddling. 
I  had  dwindled  into  (piite  a  little  thing  in 
a  corner  of  myself     I   was  isohifed   in  my 
own  skull.     Thoughts  presented  tiiemselves 
unbidden:    they    were    not    my   thoughts, 
they  were  plainly  some  one  else's;  and    I 
considered  them  like  a  part  ol  the  landscape. 
I  take  it,  in  short,  that  I  was  about  as  near 
Nirvana  as  would  be  convenient  in  practical 
life  ;  and  if  this  be  so,  I  make  the  IJuddhists 
my  sim;ere  eomphments:  'tis  an  agreeable 
state,  not  very  consistent  with  mental  bril- 
liancy, not  exactly  profitable  in  a   money 
point  of  view,  but  very  calm,  golden,  and 
incurious,  and  one  that  sets  a  man  superior 
to  alarms.      It  may  be  best  ligured  by  sup- 
posing yourself  to  get  dead  driuik,  and  yet 
keep  sober  to  enjoy  it.     I   have  a  notion 
that  open-air  labourers  must  spend  u  large 
|)ortion  of  their  days  in  this  ecstatic  stupor, 
which  explains  their  high  composure  and 

endurance.     A   pity  to  g(»  to   the  expense 
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of  laudanum,  when  here  is  a  better  paradise 

for  nothing ! 

Tills  frame  of  mind  was  the  great  exploit 
of  our  voyage,  take  it  all  in  all.     It  was 
the  fiirthest  piece  of  travel  accomplished. 
Indeed,  it  lies  so  far  from  beaten  paths 
of  language,  that  I  despair  of  getting  the 
reader   into    sympathy  with   the   smiling, 
complacent  idiocy  of  my  condition;  when 
ideas  came  and  went  like  motes  in  a  sun- 
beam; when  trees  and  church  spires  along 
the  bank  surged  up,  from  time  to  time  into 
my  notice,  like  solid  objects  through  a  roll- 
ing cloudland;  when  the  rhythmical  swish 
of  boat  and  paddle  in  the  water  became  a 
cradle-song   to    lull   my    thoughts   asleep; 
when   a  piece   of  mud   on   the   deck   was 
sometimes  an  intolerable  eyesore,  and  some- 
times quite  a  companion  for  me,  and  the 
object   of  pleased    consideration ;— and   all 
the  time,  with  tlic  river  rmining  and  the 
shores  changing  upon  cither  hand,  I  kept 
counting   my   strokes  and   forgetting   the 
hundreds,  the  happiest  animal  in  France. 
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We  made  our  first  stage  below  Compiegne 
to  Pont  Sainte  Maxence.     I  was  abroad  a 
little  after  six  the  next  morning.    The  air  was 
biting,  and  smelt  of  frost.     In  an  open  place 
a  score  of  women  wrangled  together  over  the 
day's  market ;  and  the  noise  of  their  negotia- 
tion sounded  thin  and  querulous  like  that  of 
sparrows  on  a  winter's  morning.     The  rare 
passengers  blew  into  theiv  hands,  and  shuffled 
in  their  wooden  shoes  to  set  the  blood  agog. 
The  streets  were  full  of  icy  shadow,  although 
the  chinmeys   were  smoking-  overhead  in 
golden  sunshine.     If  you  wake  early  enough 
at  this  season  of  the  year,  you  may  get  up  in 
December  to  break  your  fast  in  June. 

I  found  my  way  to  the  church  ;  for  there 
is  always  something  to  sec  about  a  church, 
whether  living  worshippers  or  dead  men's 
tombs ;  you  find  there  the  deadliest  earnest. 
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and  the  hoUowest  deceit ;  and  even  where 
it  is  not  a  piece  of  history,  it  will  be  certain 
to  leak  out  some  contemporary  gossip.     It 
was  scarcely  so  cold  in  the  church  as  it  was 
without,  but  it  looked  colder.    The  white 
nave  was  positively  arctic  to  the  eye ;  and 
the  tawdriness  of  a  continental  altar  looked 
more  forlorn   than  usual   in  the  sohtude 
and  the  bleak  air.     Two  priests  sat  in  the 
chancel,  reading  and  waiting  penitents  ;  and 
out  in  the  nave,  one  very  old  woman  was 
engaged  in  her  devotions.     It  was  a  wonder 
how  she  was  able  to  pa:,3  her  beads  when 
healthy  young  people  were  breathing  in  their 
palms  and  slapping  their  chest ;  but  though 
this  concerned  me,  I  was  yet  more  dispirited 
by  the  nature  of  her  exercises.     She  went 
from  chair  to  chair,  from  altar  to  altar,  cir- 
cumnavigating the  church.     To  each  shrine 
she  dedicated  an  equal  number  of  beads  and 
an  equal  length  of  time.     Like  a  prudent 
capitalist   with  a  somewhat  cynical   view 
of  the  commercial  prospect,  she  desired  to 
place  her  supplications  in  a  great  variety  of 

heavenly  securities.     She  would  risk  nothmg 
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on  the  credit  of  any  single  intercessor.  Out 
of  the  whole  company  of  saints  and  angels, 
not  one  but  was  to  suppose  himself  her 
champion  elect  against  the  Great  Assize  I  I 
could  only  think  of  it  as  a  dull,  transparent 
jugglery,  based  upon  unconscious  unbelief. 

She  was  as  dead  an  old  woman  as  ever  I 
saw;  no  more  than  bone  and  parchment, 
curiously  put  together.  Her  eyes,  with 
which  she  interrogated  mine,  were  vacant 
of  sense.  It  depends  on  what  you  call  see- 
ing, whether  you  might  not  call  her  blind. 
Perhaps  she  had  known  love ;  perhaps  borne 
children,  suckled  them  and  given  them  pet 
names.  But  now  that  was  all  gone  by,  and 
had  left  her  neither  happier  nor  wiser  ;  and 
the  best  she  could  do  with  her  mornings  was 
to  come  up  here  into  the  cold  church  and 
J "gg^^  ^'O*'  ^  ''^'^'^  of  heaven.  It  was  not  with- 
out a  gulp  that  I  escaped  into  the  streets  and 
the  keen  morning  air.  Morning  ?  why,  how 
tired  of  it  she  would  be  before  night !  and  if 
she  did  not  sleep,  how  then  ?  It  is  fortunate 
that  not  many  of  us  are  brought  up  publicly 

to  justify  our  lives  at  the  bar  of  threescore 
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years  and  ten  ;  fortunate  that  such  a  number 
are  knocked  opportunely  on  the  head  in  what 
they  call  the  flower  of  their  years,  and  go 
away  to  suffer  for  their  follies  in  private  some- 
where else.  Otherwise,  between  sick  chil- 
dren and  discontented  old  folk,  we  might  he 
put  out  of  all  conceit  of  life. 

1  had  need  of  all  my  cerebral  hygiene 
during  that  day's  paddle:  the  old  devo- 
tee stuck  in  my  throat  sorely.  But  I  was 
soon  in  the  seventh  heaven  of  stupidity; 
and  knew  nothing  but  that  somebody  was 
paddling  a  canoe,  while  I  was  counting  his 
strokes  and  forgetting  the  hundreds.  1  used 
sometimes  to  be  afraid  I  should  remember 
the  hundreds ;  which  would  have  made  a  toil 
of  a  pleasure  ;  but  the  terror  was  chimerical, 
they  went  out  of  my  mind  by  enchantment, 
and  I  knew  no  more  than  the  man  in  the 
moon  about  my  only  occupation. 

At  Creil,  where  we  slopped  to  lunch,  we 

left  the  canoes  in  another  floating  lavatory, 

which,  as  it  was  high  noon,  was  packed  with 

washerwomen,  red-handed  and  loud-voiced  ; 

and  they  and  their  broad  jokes  are  about  all 
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I  remember  of  the  place.     1  could  look  up 
my  history-books,  if  you  were  very  anxious, 
and  tell  you  a  date  or  two;  for  it  figured 
ratlier  largely  in   the   Englisli  w^ars.     But 
I  prefer  to  mention  a  girls'  boarding-school, 
which  had  an  interest  for  us  because  it  was 
a  girls'    boarding-school,   and   because    we 
imagined  we  had  rather  an  interest  for  it. 
At  least — there   were  the  girls  about  the 
garden ;  and  here  were  we  on   the  river  ; 
and  there  was  more  than  one  handkercihief 
waved  as  we  went  by.     It  caused  quite  a 
stir  in  my  heart ;  and  yet  how  we  should 
have  wearied  and  despised  each  other,  these 
girls  and  I,  if  we  had  been  introduced  at  a 
croquet-party !    Rut  this  is  a  fashion  I  love  : 
to  kiss  the  hand  or  wave  a  handkerchief  to 
people  I  shall  never  see  again,  to  play  with 
possibility,  and  knock  in  a  peg  for  fancy  to 
hang  upon.     It  gives  the  traveller  a  jog, 
reminds  him  that  he  is  not  a  traveller  every- 
where, and  that  his  journey  is  no  more  than 
a  siesta  by  the  way  on  the  real  march  of 
life. 

The  church  at  Creil   was  a  nondescript 
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place  in  the   inside,   splashed   with   gaudy 

lights  from  the  windows,  and  picked  out 

with    medallions    of   the   Dolorous    Way. 

But  there  was  one  oddity,  in  the  way  of  an 

fA'  I'o/o,  which  pleased  me  hugely  :  a  faithful 

model  of  a  canal  boat,  swung  from  the 

vault,  with  a  written  aspiration  that  God 

should  conduct  the  Saint  Niiolds  of  Creil 

to  a  good  haven.     The  thing  was  neatly 

executed,  and  would  have  made  the  delight 

of  a  party  of  boys  on  the  waterside.     But 

what  tickled  me  was  the  gravity  of  the  peril 

to  be  conjured.     You  might  hang  up  the 

model  of  a  sea-going  ship,  and  welcome : 

one  that  is  to  plough  a  furrow  round  the 

world,  and   visit  the  tropic  or  the  frosty 

poles,  runs  dangers  that  are  well  worth  a 

candle  and  a  mass.     But  the  Saint  Nicolas 

of  Creil,  which  was  to  be  tugged  for  some 

ten  years  by  patient  draught-horses,  in  a 

weedy  canal,  with  the  poplars  chattering 

overhead,  and  the  skipper  wuistling  at  the 

tiller;  which  was  to  do  all  its  errands  in 

green  inland  places,  and  never  get  out  of 

sight  of  a  village  belfry  in  all  its  cruising ; 
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why,  you  would  have  thought  if  anything 
could  be  done  without  the  intervention  of 
rrovidence,  it  would  be  that  1  But  perhaps 
the  skipper  was  a  humorist :  or  perhaps  a 
prophet,  reminding  people  of  the  seriousness 
of  life  by  this  preposterous  token. 

At  Creil,  as  at  Noyon,  Saint  Joseph 
seemed  a  favourite  saint  on  the  score  of 
punctuality.  Day  and  hour  can  be  specified  ; 
and  grateful  people  do  not  fail  to  specify  them 
on  a  votive  tablet,  when  prayers  have  been 
punctually  and  neatly  answered.  When- 
ever time  is  a  consideration,  Saint  Joseph  is 
the  proper  intermediary.  I  took  a  sort  of 
pleasure  in  observing  the  vogue  he  had  in 
Frjii  ce,  for  the  good  man  plays  a  very  small 
part  in  my  religion  at  home.  Yet  I  could 
not  help  fearing  that,  where  the  Saint  is  so 
much  commended  for  exactitude,  he  will  be 
expected  to  be  very  grateful  for  his  tablet. 

This  is  foolishness  to  us  Protestants  ;  and 
not  of  great  importance  anyway.  Whether 
people's  gratitude  for  the  good  gifts  that 
come  to  them  be  wisely  conr  1  jd  or  duti- 
fully expressed,  is  a  secondary  matter,  after 
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Jill,  so  long  as  ti»ey  feci  gratitude.  'J'he 
true  i^orance  is  when  a  man  does  not  know 
that  he  has  received  a  good  gift,  or  begins 
to  imagine  that  he  his  fot.  it  for  himself. 
The  self-made  man  is  tli?^.  sunniest  windbag 
after  all !  There  is  a  m;  rkeil  il  Iferenee  be- 
tween decreeing  light  ii  h.-o^;,  a.id  lighting 
the  gas  in  a  metropoliUiu  h:u '  parlour  with 
a  box  of  patent  matche  . ;  anu  do  what  we 
will,  there  is  always  somcthini>  iUH*if  to  our 
hand,  if  it  were  only  our  fingers. 

Hut  there  was  something  worsf  than 
foolishness  placarded  in  Crcil  Church  The 
Association  of  the  Living  Rosary  (of  which 
I  had  never  previously  heard)  is  responsible 
for  that.  This  Association  was  founded, 
according  to  the  printed  advertisement,  by 
a  brief  of  Pope  Gregory  Sixteenth,  on  the 
ITth  of  .lanuary  1832:  accordhig  to  a 
coloured  bas-relief,  it  seems  to  have  been 
founded,  sometime  or  other,  by  the  \  iri,in 
giving  one  rosary  to  Saint  Dominic,  and 
the  Infant  Saviour  giving  another  to  Saint 
Catharine  of  Siena.     Pope  Gregory  is  not 

so  imposing,  but  he  is  nearer  hand.     I  could 
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not  distinctly  nv  out  whether  the  i\sso- 
Ci.ition  w:is  cnl  r'ly  dc  ni  oua'  r  Jiiid  an 
eye  to  ^iuxi  works;  a'  ieas?  i  s  hig'dy 
nijyraniscd:  the  names  oi'  iourtecn  matrons 
and  misses  were  Ciled  h  for  ea-  li  ^  <»ek  of 
tite  month  i^^  ftssoriates,  ^v>h  ^}^r^  -thf 
gencrall}  a  ir  mcd  woni'  at  ti,*'  t<>'>  for 
zclafid-:  '^he  k:ade<  of  the  *»arMi  huiul 
p  -nces.  jncnary  and  ,  artial,    olU  tl) 

perfonnanct  oftlie  du     s  ofthr     s>^        tn 
*'  The  parti.  I  indij  gen  cs   an    atia 
the   recitatio!     ot      nc    osar}  Or        tuc 

recitation  of  requ  d  dr.  // . ,"  a  ^  .irtial 
induli^en  cpr.  .ptlx  roll  w  When  people 
servt  the  '  ingdoi  i  of  lieu  a  vith  a  pass- 
lM)()k  in  t;  cir  Imnds.  I  sh-  uld  always  be 
afraid  lest  dn-y  )uld  in  the  same  com- 
mercial spiri  into  tin  'r  igs  with  tlieir 
fcllnw-men,  which  w  maki  sad  and 
soi    id  bu  iness  of  th 

'liic'f  one  »Mor<-  nrticle,  liowever,  of 
hap'  ?•  import.  All  ijese  indulgences," 
it  -earcii  "a  applicable  to  souls  in 
purg  ory"  ^or  C  )d's  ake,  ye  ladies  of 
Creil,  api?  v  them  a     to  the  souls  in  purga- 
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tory  without  delay !  Burns  would  take  no 
hire  for  his  last  son^s,  preferring  to  serve 
his  country  out  of  uiunixed  love.  Suppose 
you  were  to  imitate  the  exciseman,  mes- 
dames,  and  even  if  the  souls  in  purgatory 
were  not  greatly  bettered,  some  souls  in 
Creil  upon  the  Oise  would  find  themselves 
none  tiie  worse  either  here  or  hereafter. 

I  cannot  help  wondering,  as  I  transcribe 
these  notes,  whether  a  Protestant  born  and 
bred  is  in  a  fit  state  to  understand  these 
signs,  and  do  them  what  justice  they  de- 
serve ;  and  I  cannot  help  answering  that  he 
is  not.  They  cannot  look  so  merely  ugly 
and  mean  to  the  faithful  as  they  do  to  me. 
I  see  that  as  clearly  as  a  proposition  in 
Euclid.  For  these  believei-s  are  neither 
weak  nor  wicked.  They  can  put  up  their 
tablet  commending  Saint  Joseph  for  his  de- 
spatch, as  if  he  were  still  a  village  carpenter ; 
they  can  "  recite  the  required  dizainc,"  and 
metaphorically  pocket  the  indulgence,  as  if 
they  had  done  a  job  for  Heaven ;  and  then 
they  can  go  out  and  look  down  unabashed 

upon  this  wonderful  river  flowing  by,  and 
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up  without  confusion  at  the  pin-point  stars, 
wliieh  are  themselves  great  worlds  full  of 
flowing  rivers  greater  than  the  Oise.  I  see 
it  as  plainly,  I  say,  as  a  pr  josition  in 
Euclid,  that  my  Protestant  mind  has  missed 
the  point,  and  that  there  goes  w>th  these 
deformities  some  higher  and  more  religious 
spirit  than  I  dream. 

I  wonder  if  other  people  would  make  the 
same  allowances  for  me!  Like  the  ladies 
of  Creil,  having  recited  my  rosary  of  tolera- 
tion, I  look  for  my  indulgeir  e  on  the  spot. 
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We    made   Precy    about    sundown.     The 
plain  is   rich   with   tufts  of  poplar.     In   a 
wide,  luminous  curve,  the  Oise  lay  under 
the  hillside.     A   faint  mist  began  to  rise 
and  confound   the  different   distances  to- 
gether.    There  was  not  a  sound  audible  but 
that  of  the  sheep-bells  in  some  meadows  by 
the  river,  and  the  creaking  of  a  cart  down 
tne  long  road  that  descends  the  hill.    The 
villas  in  their  gardens,  the  shops  along  the 
street,  all  seemed  to  have  been  deserted  the 
day  befuic ;  and  I  felt  inclined  to  walk  dis- 
creetly as  one  feels  in  a  silent  forest.     All 
of  a  sudden,  we  came  round  a  corner,  and 
there,  in  a  little  green  round   the  church, 
was  a  bevy  of  girls   in  Parisian  costumes 
playing  croquet.     Their  laughter,  and  thu 
hollow  sound  of  ball  and   mallet,  made  a 
cheery  stir  in  the  neighbourhood;  and  the 
look  of  these  slim  figures,  all  corseted  and 
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ribboned,  produced  an  answerable  disturb- 
ance in  our  hearts.  We  were  within  sniff  of 
Paris,  it  seemed.  And  here  were  females 
of  our  own  species  playing  croquet,  just  as 
if  Pr^cy  had  been  a  place  in  real  life,  instead 
of  a  stage  in  the  fairyland  of  travel.  For, 
to  be  frank,  the  peasant  woman  is  scarcely 
to  be  counted  as  a  woman  at  all,  and  after 
having  passed  by  such  a  succession  of  people 
in  petticoats  digging  and  hoeing  and  making 
dinner,  this  company  of  coquettes  under 
arms  made  quite  a  surprising  feature  in  the 
landscape,  and  convinced  us  at  once  of  being 
fallible  males. 

The  iim  at  Precy  is  the  worst  inn  in 
France.  Not  even  in  Scotland  have  I  found 
worse  fare.  It  was  kept  by  a  brother  and 
sister,  neither  of  whom  was  out  of  their 
teens.  The  sister,  so  to  speak,  prepared  a 
meal  for  us ;  and  the  brother,  who  had  been 
tippling,  came  in  and  brought  with  him  a 
tipsy  butcher,  to  entertain  us  as  we  ate. 
We  found  pieces  of  loo-warm  pork  among 
the  salad,  and  pieces  of  unknown  yielding- 
substance  in  the  ra^ai'iL     The  butcher  enter- 
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tained  us  with  pictures  of  Parisian  life,  with 
which  he  professed  himself  well  acquainted  ; 
the  brother  sitting  the  while  on  the  edge  of 
the  billiard-table,  toppling  precariously,  and 
sucking  the  stump  of  a  cigar.  In  the  midst 
of  these  diversions,  bang  went  a  drum  past 
the  house,  and  a  hoarse  voice  began  issuing 
a  proclamation.  It  was  a  man  with  marion- 
nettes  announcing  a  performance  for  that 
evening. 

He  had  set  up  his  caravan  and  lighted  his 
candles  on  another  part  of  the  girls'  croquet- 
green,  under  one  of  those  open  sheds  which 
are  so  common  in  France  to  shelter  markets ; 
and  he  and  his  wife,  by  the  time  we  strolled 
up  there,  were  trying  to  keep  order  with  the 
audience. 

It  was  the  most  absurd  contention.  The 
show-people  had  set  out  a  certain  number 
of  benches;  and  all  who  sat  upon  them 
were  to  pay  a  couple  of  mux  for  the  accom- 
modation. They  were  always  quite  full — 
a  bumper  house — as  long  as  nothing  was 
going   forward;   but  let  the  show- woman 

appear  with  an  eye  to  a  collection,  and  at  the 
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first  rattle  of  her  tambourine  the  audience 
slipped  off  the  seats,  and  stood  round  on 
the  outside  with  their  hands  in  their  pockets. 
It  certainly  would  have  tried  an  angel's 
temper.  The  showman  roared  from  the 
proscenium ;  he  had  been  all  over  France, 
and  nowhere,  nowhere,  "  not  even  on  the 
borders  of  Germany,"  had  he  met  with  such 
misconduct.  Such  thieves  and  rogues  and 
rascals,  as  he  called  them !  And  every  now 
and  again,  the  wife  issued  on  another  round, 
and  added  her  shrill  quota  to  the  tirade.  I 
remarked  here,  as  elsewhere,  how  far  more 
copious  is  tlie  female  mind  in  the  material 
of  insult.  The  audience  laughed  in  high 
good-humour  over  the  man's  declamations ; 
but  they  bridled  and  cried  aloud  under  the 
woman's  pungent  sallies.  She  picked  out 
the  sore  points.  She  had  the  honour  of  the 
village  at  her  mercy.  Voices  answered  her 
angrily  out  of  the  crowd,  and  received  a 
smarting  retort  for  their  trouble.  A  couple 
of  old  ladies  beside  me,  who  had  duly  paid 
for  their  seats,  waxed  very  red  and  indignant, 
and  discoursed  to  each  other  audibly  aI)out 
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the  impudence  of  these  mountebanks ;  but 
as  soon  as  the  show-woman  caught  a  whisper 
of  this,  she  was  down  upon  them  with  a 
swoop:   if  mesdames  could  persuade  their 
neighbours  to  act  with  common  honesty, 
the  mountebanks,  she  assured  them,  would 
be  polite  enough:  mesdames  had  probably 
had  their  bowl  of  soup,  and  perhaps  a  glass 
of  wine  that  evening ;  the  mountebanks  also 
had  a  taste  for  soup,  and  did  not  choose  to 
have  their  little  earnings  stolen  from  them 
before  their  eyes.     Once,  things  came  as  far 
•IS  a  brief  personal  encounter  between  the 
showman  and  some  lads,  in  which  the  former 
went  down  as  readily   as  one  of  his  own 
marionnettes  to  a  peal  of  jeering  laughter. 

I  was  a  good  deal  astonished  at  this  scene, 
because  I  am  pretty  well  acquainted  with 
the  ways  of  French  strollers,  more  or  less 
artistic  ;  and  have  always  found  them  singu- 
larly pleasing.  Any  stroller  must  be  dear 
to  the  right-thinking  heart ;  if  it  were  only 
as  a  living  protest  against  offices  and  the 
mercantile  spirit,  and  as  something  to  remind 
us  that  life  is  not  by  necessity  the  kind  of 
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thing  we  generally  make  it.  E  vcn  a  G  erman 
band,  if  you  see  it  leaving  town  in  the  early 
mommg  for  a  campaign  in  country  places, 
among  trees  iind  meadows,  has  a  romantic 
flavour  for  the  imagination.  There  is  nobody, 
under  thirty,  so  dead  but  his  heart  will  stir 
a  little  at  sight  of  a  gypsies'  camp.  "  We 
are  not  cotton -spinners  all "  ;  or,  at  least,  not 
all  through.  There  is  some  life  in  humanity 
yet:  and  youth  will  now  and  again  find  a 
brave  word  to  say  in  dispraise  of  riches,  and 
throw  up  a  situation  to  go  strolUng  with  a 
knapsack. 

An  Englishman  has  always  special  facili- 
ties for  intercourse  with  French  gymnasts ; 
for  England  is  the  natural  home  of  gymnasts. 
This  or  that  fellow,  in  his  tights  and  spangles, 
is  sure  to  know  a  word  or  two  of  English, 
to  have  drunk  English  aff'-n-aff,  and  perhaps 
performed  in  an  English  music-hall.  He  is 
a  coimtryman  of  min<>  by  profession.  He 
leaps,  like  the  Belgian  boating  men,  to  the 
notion  that  I  must  be  an  athlete  myself. 

But  the  gymiiast  is  not  my  favourite  ;  he 

has  little  or  no  tincture  of  the  artist  hi  his 
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composition ;  his  soul  is  small  and  pedestrian, 
for  tlie  most  part,  since  his  profession  makes 
no  call  upon  it,  and  does  not  accustom  him 
to  high  ideas.     IJut  if  a  man  is  only  so  much 
of  an  actor  that  liC  can  stumble  through  a 
farce,  he  is  made  free   of  a  new  order  of 
thoughts.     He  has  something  else  to  think 
about   beside   the    :iioney-box.     He   has   a 
pride  of  his  own,  and,  what  is  of  far  more 
importance,  lie  has  an  aim  before  him  that 
he  can  never  quite  attain.     He  has  gone 
upon  a  pilgrimage  that  will  last  him  his  life 
long,  because  there  is  no  end  to  it  short  of 
perfection.     He  will  better  upon  himself  a 
little  day  by  day ;  or  even  if  he  has  given 
up  the  attempt,  he  will  always  remember 
that  once  uiion  a  time  he  had  conceived 
this  high  ideal,  that  once  upon  a  time  he  had 
fallen  in  love  with  a  star.     "  'Tis  better  to 
have  loved  and  lost."     Although  the  moon 
should  have  nothing  to  say  to  Endymion, 
although  he  should  settle  down  with  Audrey 
and  feed  pigs,  do  you  not  think  he  would 
move  with  a  belter  grace,  and  cherish  higher 

The  louts  he  meets 
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at  church  never  had  a  fancy  above  Audrey's 
snood ;  but  there  is  a  reminiscence  in  Endy- 
mion's  heart  that,  Hke  a  spice,  keeps  it  fresh 
and  haughty. 

To  be  even  one  of  the  outskirters  of  art, 
leaves  a  fine  stamp  on  a  man's  countenance. 
I  remember  once  dining  with  a  party  in  the 
iim  at  Chateau  Landon.  Most  of  them  were 
unmistakable  bagmen ;  others  well-to-do 
peasantr)' ;  but  there  was  one  young  fellow 
in  a  blouse,  whose  face  stood  out  from  among 
the  rest  surprisingly.  It  looked  more  finished ; 
more  of  the  spirit  looked  out  through  it ;  it 
had  a  living,  expressive  air,  and  you  could 
see  that  his  eyes  took  things  in.  My  com- 
panion and  I  wondered  greatly  who  and 
what  he  could  be.  It  was  fair-time  in 
Chateau  Landon,  and  when  we  went  along 
to  the  booths,  we  had  our  question  answered  ; 
for  there  was  our  friend  busily  fiddling  for 
the  peasants  to  caper  to.  He  was  a  wander- 
ing violinist. 

A   troop  of  strollers   once  came  to  the 

inn  where  I  was  staying,  in  the  department 

of  Seine   ct    Marne.     There  was   a   father 
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and  mother;  two  daiij,'hLers,  bra^cw,  i.lowsy 
hussie' ,  who  sang  and  acted,  without  an  idea 
of  how  to  set  al)out  either ;  and  a  dark  young 
man,  like    a    tutor,    a  recalcitrant  house- 
painter,  who  sang  and  acted  not  amiss.    The 
mother  was  the  genius  of  the  party,  so  far 
as  genius  can  l)e  spoken  of  with  regard  to 
such  a  pack  of  incompetent  hunibugs ;  and 
her  husband  could  not  find  words  to  express 
his  admiration  for  her  comic  countryman. 
"  You  should  see  my  old  woman,"  said  he, 
and  nodded   his  beery   countenance.     One 
night  they  performed  in  tlie  stable-yard,  with 
flaring  lamps :  a  wrctchetl  'exhibition,  coldly 
looked  upon  by  a  village  audience.     Next 
night,  as  soon  as  the  lamps  were  liglited, 
there  came  a  plump  of  rain,  and  they  had 
to  sweep  away  their  baggage  as  fast  as  pos- 
sible, and  make  off  to  the  barn  where  they 
harboured,    cold,   wet,  and   supperless.     In 
the  morning,  a  dear  friend  of  mine,  who  has 
as  warm  a  heart  for  strollers  as  I  have  myself, 
made  a  little  collection  and  sent  it  by  my 
hands  to  comfort  them  for  their  disapfwint- 
ment.     I  gave  it  to  the  father ;  he  thanked 
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mc  cordially,  and  wc  drank  a  cup  together  in 
the  kitchen,  talking  of  roads,  and  audiences, 
aiitl  hard  times. 

>Vhen  I  was  going,  up  got  my  old  stroller, 
and  O.T  with  his  hat.     "  I  am  afraid, '  said 
he,  "that  Monsieur  will  think  Me  altogether 
a  ht-ggar;  hut  I   have  another  demand  to 
make  upon  him."     I  hegan  to  hate  him  on 
the  spot.     "  We  play  again  to-night,"   he 
went  on.     "  Of  course,    I    shall   refuse   to 
accept  any  more   i  oney  from  Monsieur  and 
his  friends,  who  have  heen  already  so  lihcral. 
Jiut  our  prognunme  of  to-night  is  something 
tru'y  credita»)le ;  and  I  eling  to  the  idea  tlnit 
Monsieur  will  honour  us  witl     .is  pi  rsercc." 
And   then,       -ith    a    shrug    and    a      nile: 
••  Monsieur  understands— the  vanit;,    .:    .:^ 
artist !  '     Save  the  mark !    The  vank     >l  r.:i 
artist!     'I  nat  is  the  kind  of  thing  ♦      <   v 
concilcs  me  to  life  :  a  rugged,  tippUng,  in- 
comi)etent  old  rogue,  with  the  manners  of  a 
gentleman,  and  the  vanity  of  an  artist,  to 
keep  up  his  self-respect ! 

Hut  the  man  after  my  own  heart  is  M.  lU 

Vauversin.     It  i^  nearly  two  years  since  1 
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s;iw  him  first,  and  indeed  1  hope  I  may  see 
him  often  again.  Mere  is  his  first  programme, 
as  I  found  it  on  the  breakfast-table,  and 
have  kept  it  ever  since  as  a  relic  of  bright 
days : 

*'  jMt'sdamt's  cl  Mcssicvrs; 

'*  Mndi'inoisvUc  Fai'nrin  cl  M.  tic 
fdiivcrshi  nuroiit  I  lioinicur  dc  chanter  cc 
soir  Ics  t/ntrccinw  sitixHintx. 

'•  Mddciiioiscllc  PViTarin  chontcrtt — Miff- 
non — Oiscnu.v  Lcij;crs  France  l)cs  Fran- 
yais  dormcnl  la  —  /w  clidlcan  hicn  Oil 
tv>//iV>(7>//.v  af/cr  ? 

'*  M.  lie  ranvcrsiii  Mada/ttc  Fanfainc 
ci  M.  liofiinc/ — Lex  plon^cnrs  a  c/inuif — 
IjC  Man  niccautrnt  -  Tais-toi,  ^ai/iin — 
Man  vois'in  roriainal  Ilcitrcu.r  cummc  ra 
— Coimnc  on  est  trainjie." 

They  made  a  stage  at  -mc  end  of  the  «///<■- 
a-iiianfxcr.  A\u\  what  a  sight  it  was  to  see 
Wi.  de  N'auvcrsin,  with  a  cigarette  in  his 
mouth,  twanging  a  guitar,  and  following 
Madenjoiselle  Ferrario's  eyes  with  the  obe- 
dient, kindly  look  of  a  dog !     Tlu'  cntertain- 
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ment  wound  up  with  a  tombola,  or  auction 
of  lottery  tickets  :  an  admirable  amusement, 
witli  all  the  excitement  of  gambling,  and  no 
hope  of  gain  to  make  you  ashamed  of  your 
eagerness ;  for  tnere,  all  is  loss ;  you  make 
haste  to  be  out  of  pocket ;  it  is  a  competition 
who  shall  lose  most  money  for  the  benefit 
of  M.  dp  Wauversin  and  Mademoiselle 
l^'errario. 

M.  de  Vauvcrsin  is  a  small  man,  with  a 
great  head  of  black  hair,  a  vivacious  and 
engaging  air,  and  a  smile  that  would  l)c 
delightful  if  he  had  letter  teeth.  lie  was 
once  an  ac^or  in  the  C  hutclet ;  but  he  con- 
tracted a  nervous  afTection  from  the  heat 
and  glare  of  the  footlights,  which  unfitted 
him  for  the  stage.  At  this  crisis  Made- 
moiselle Ferrario.  otherwise  Mademoiselle 
llita  of  the  .Alca/ar,  agreed  to  share  his 
wanderin^f  fortunes.  "  I  could  never  forget 
the  genenjsity  of  that  lady,"  said  he.  He 
wears  trousers  so  tight  that  it  has  long  been 
a  problem  to  all  who  knew  him  how  he 
manages  to  get  in  and  out  of  them.  He 
sketches  a  little  in  water-colours ;  ue  writes 


AN   INLAND   VOYAGE 

verses ;  lie  is  the  most  patient  of  fishermen, 
and  spent  long  days  at  the  bottom  of  the 
inn-garden  fruitlessly  dabbling  a  line  in  the 
clear  river. 

You  should  hear  him  rccoimting  his  ex- 
periences over  a  bottle  of  wine;  such  a 
pleasant  vein  of  talk  as  he  has,  with  a  ready 
smile  at  his  own  mishaps,  and  every  now 
and  then  a  sudden  gravity,  like  a  man  who 
should  hear  the  surf  roar  while  he  was  tell- 
i!>g  the  jK'rils  of  the  deep.  V'or  it  was  no 
longer  ag<»  than  last  night,  pnliaps,  that 
the  receipts  only  numimted  to  a  franc  and 
a  half,  to  cover  three  francs  of  railway  fare 
and  two  of  board  and  lodging.  The  Maire, 
a  man  worth  n  luillion  of  money,  sat  in 
the  front  scat,  repeatedly  applauding  Mile. 
Ferrario,  and  yet  gave  no  more  than  three 
.so w.v  the  whole  c\cning.  Local  authorities 
look  witii  such  an  evil  eye  upon  the  strolling 
artist.  Alas!  I  know  it  well,  who  have 
been  myself  taken  for  one,  and  pitilessly 
incarcerated  on  the  strength  of  the  misap- 
prehension.    Once,  M.  dp  Vauversrin  visited 

a  conunissary  of  police  for  permission  to 
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sing.  The  commissary,  wlio  was  smoking 
at  his  case,  poHtely  doffed  his  hat  ii|K)n  the 
singer's  entrance.  '*  Mr.  Commissary, '  he 
began,  "  1  am  an  artist."  And  on  went  tlie 
eominissarys  hat  again.  No  courtesy  for 
the  companions  of  Apollo!  " 'I'hey  are  as 
degraded  as  that,"  said  M.  de  N'auversin 
with  a  sweep  of  his  cigarette. 

Hue  what  pleased  me  most  was  one  out- 
break of  his,  when  we  had  l)een  talking  all 
the  evening  of  the  rubs,  indignities,  and 
pinchings  of  his  wandering  life.  Some  one 
said,  it  would  be  bet^'er  lo  have  a  million  of 
money  down,  and  Mile.  Fcrrario  admitted 
that  she  would  prefer  that  mightily.  "  Kli 
hieii,  nioi  unn  ; — not  I,"  cried  l)e  N'auversin, 
striking  the  table  with  his  hand.  *'  If  any 
one  is  a  failure  in  the  world,  is  it  not  1  ? 
I  had  an  art,  in  which  I  have  done  things 
wcM  as  well  as  some — better  perhaps  thin 
others ;  and  now  it  is  closed  against  me. 
I  must  go  about  the  country  gathering 
coppers  and  singing  nonsense.  Do  you 
think  I  regret  my  life '.  Do  you  think  \ 
would  rather  l)e  a  fat  burgess,  like  a  calf  ( 


AX    INLAND   VOYAGE 

Nol  I  !  f  liavf  lijul  iiHHiirnts  when  I  lisive 
]n'en  ;ipp!.u»4o(l  on  the  hoards:  I  think 
nothing  of  thaf  .  i>ut  I  iiuve  known  in  my 
own  mind  son h  times,  when  I  had  not  a 
clap  from  the  whole  house,  that  1  Jiad  foimd 
a  true  intonation,  or  an  exact  and  sjwaking 
gesture  :  and  then,  mcssic.ns,  I  have  known 
what  pleasure  was,  what  it  was  to  do  a 
lhin«r  well,  what  it  was  to  he  an  artist. 
And  to  know  whnt  art  is,  is  to  have  an 
interest  for  ever,  such  as  no  l»ur^ess  can 
Hnd  in  his  fKHty  concerns,  VV/zr:,  /ncss-icurs, 
jc  vdis  -onus  Ic  (fire — it  is  like  a  relisjfion.'" 

Such,  inakinfT  some  allowance  for  the 
Iricks  of  memory  and  the  inaccuracies  of 
translation,  was  the  profession  of  faith  of 
>I.  de  V'auversin.  I  have  ^nven  him  his 
own  name,  lest  any  other  wander(;r  should 
come  across  him.  with  his  fjuitar  and  cigar- 
ette, and  Mademoiselle  Ferrario  ;  for  should 
not  all  the  world  delijfht  to  honour  this  un- 
fortunate and  l(>yal  follower  of  the  Muses  ^ 
May  Apollo  send  him  rimes  hitherto  un- 
dreamed of;   may   the  river  he  no  longer 

scanty  of  her  silver  fishes  to  his  lure ;  may 
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the  cold  not  pinch  him  on  long  winter  ri<les, 
nor  the  village  jack-in-ofllcc  aflront  him  with 
unseemly  manners;  and  may  he  never  miss 
Mademoiselle  l-'errario  fromhis  side, to  follow 
with  his  dutiful  eyes  and  accompany  on  the 
guitar ! 

The  marionnetlcs  made  a  very  dismal  cn- 
tertaiinnent.  'I'hey  performed  a  piece,  called 
Pt/rtimi/s  (I /Iff  Thisltc  in  five  mortal  acts, 
and  all  written  in  Alexandrines  fully  as  long 
as  the  performers.  ( )ne  marioimette  was  the 
king;  anolherthe  wicked  counsellor;  a  third, 
credited  with  exceptional  beauty, represented 
Thisijc;  and  then  there  were  guards,  and 
obdurate-  fathers,  and  walking  gentlemen. 
Nothing  particular  t(  ok  place  during  the 
two  or  three  acts  that  I  sat  out ;  but  you 
will  be  phased  to  learn  that  the  unities  were 
properly  respected,  and  the  whole  piece,  with 
one  exception,  moved  in  harmony  with  classi- 
cal rules.  That  exception  wjls  the  eoniie 
countryman,  a  lean  marionnetle  in  wooden 
shoes,  who  spoke  m  prose  and  in  a  broad 
patois  nuich  appreciated  by  the  audience. 
Fie  took  unconstitutional  liberties  with  the 
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person  of  his  sovereign ;  kicked  his  fellow- 
marionnettcs  in  the  mouth  with  his  wooden 
shoes,  and  whenever  none  of  the  versifying 
suitors  were  about,  made  love  to  Thisbe  on 
his  own  a'T'ount  in  eoniie  prose. 

'Phis   fellow's   evolutions,  and   the   little 
prologue,  in  which   the  showman  made  a 
humorous  eulogium    of  his  troop,  praising 
their  iudincreiue  to  ap])lause  and  hisses,  and 
their  single  devotion     ■•  their  iut,  were  the 
only  eirc'umstaiues  in  the  whole  affair  that 
vou  could  fancy  would  so  much  as  raise  a 
smile.     Hut  the  villagers  of  Trccy  seemed 
delighted.       1 1.  Iced,  so  long  as  a  thing  is 
an  exhibition,  and  you  pay  to  see  it,  it  is 
nearly  certain  to  amuse.     I  f  we  were  charged 
so  much  a  hejul  for  sunsets,  or  if  CJod  sent 
round  a  drun.  before  the  hawthorns  cauje  in 
flower,  what  a  work  shoidd  we  not  make 
about  their  beauty !     Hut  these  things,  like 
good  companions,  stupid  people  early  ecase 
to  observe:  and  the  Abstract  Hagman  tittups 
pu  t  in  his  spring  gig,  and  is  positively  not 
aware  of  the  flowers  along  the  lane,  or  the 
scenery  of  the  weather  overhead. 


BACK  TO  THE   WORLD 


Of  the  next  two  days'  sail  little  remains 
in  my  mind,  and  nothing  whatever  in 
my  note-book.  The  river  streamed  on 
steadily  through  pleasant  river-side  land- 
scapes. Washerwomen  in  blue  dresses, 
fishers  in  blue  blouses,  diversified  tiic  green 
banks ;  and  the  relation  of  the  two  colours 
was  like  that  of  the  flower  and  tlie  leaf  in 
the  forget-me-not.  A  symphony  in  forget- 
me-not;  1  think  Thcophile  (Jauticr  might 
tlms  have  characterised  that  two  days' 
panorama.  The  sky  was  blue  and  cloud- 
less ;  and  the  sliding  surface  of  tlie  river 
held  up,  in  smooth  places,  a  mirror  to  the 
heaven  and  the  shores  The  washerwomen 
hailetl  us  laughingly ;  and  the  noise  of  trcx;s 
and  water  made  an  accompaniment  to  cHir 
do/ing  thoughts,  as  we  fleeted  down  the 
stream. 

'I'hc  great  volume,  tlic  iutkfaligablc  pur- 
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pose  of  the  river,  held  the  mind  in  chain. 
It  seemed  now  so  sure  of  its  end,  so  strong 
and  oasy  in  its  gait,  hke  a  grown  msin  full  of 
determination.  The  surf  was  roaring  for  it 
on  the  sands  of  Havre. 

For  my  own  part,  slipping  along  this 
moving  thoroughfare  in  my  fiddle-case  of  a 
canoe,  I  also  was  bcgiiming  to  giow  aweary 
for  my  ocean.  To  the  civilised  man,  there 
must  come,  sooner  or  later,  a  desire  for 
civilisation.  I  was  weary  of  dipping  the 
paddle ;  I  was  weary  of  living  on  the  skirts 
of  life ;  I  wished  to  he  in  the  thick  of  it  once 
more ;  I  wished  to  get  to  work ;  I  wished  to 
meet  people  who  understood  my  own  sijeech, 
and  could  meet  with  me  on  ccjual  terms,  as 
a  man,  and  no  lon«rer  as  a  curiosity. 

And  so  a  letter  at  Pontoise  decideil  us, 

and  we  drew  up  our  keels  ft)r  the  last  time 

out  of  that  river  of  Oise  that  hud  faithfully 

piloted  them,  through  rain  and  sims'iine,  for 

so  long.     For  so  many  miles  had  this  fleet 

and  footless  beast  of  burthen  charioted  our 

fortunes,  that  we  turned  our  baik  upon  it 

with  a  sense  of  separation.     NN'e  had  made 
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a  lonjf  detour  out  of  the  world,  but  now  we 
were  back  in  the  familiar  places,  where  life 
itself  makes  all  the  running,  and  we  are 
tarried  to  meet  adventure  without  a  stroke 
of  the  paddle.  Ndw  we  were  to  return, 
like  the  voyager  in  the  play,  and  see  what 
reaiiangements  fortune  had  jKifected  the 
while  ill  our  surroundings ;  what  surprises 
stood  ready  made  for  us  at  home ;  and 
whither  and  how  far  the  world  had  voyaged 
in  our  absence,  ^'ou  may  paddle  all  day 
long ;  but  it  is  when  you  come  back  at 
nightfall,  and  look  in  at  the  familiar  room, 
that  you  find  Love  or  Death  s.waiting  you 
beside  the  stove ;  and  the  most  beautiful 
adventures  are  not  those  we  go  to  seek. 
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The  country  where  they  journeyed,  that 
green,  breezy  valley  of  the  I^oing,  is  one 
very  attractive  to  cheerful  and  solitary 
people.  The  weather  was  superb ;  all  night 
it  thundered  and  lightened,  and  the  rain  fell 
in  sheets ;  by  day,  the  heavens  were  cloud- 
less, the  sun  fervent,  the  air  vigorous  and 
pure.  They  walked  separate  :  the  Cignrdte 
plodding  behind  with  some  philosophy,  the 
lean  A  rcUumi  posting  on  ahead.  Thus  each 
enjoyed  his  own  reflections  by  the  way; 
each  had  perhaps  time  to  tire  of  them  before 
he  met  his  comrade  at  the  designated  inn ; 
and  the  pleasures  of  society  and  solitude 
combined  to  fill  the  day.  The  Arcthusa 
carried  in  his  knapsack  the  works  of  Charles 
of  Orleans,  and  employed  some  of  the 
hours  of  travel  in  the  concoction  of  Eng- 
lish roundels.     In  this  path,  he  must  thus 

have  preceded  Mr.  Lang,  Mr.  Dobson,  Mr. 
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Henley,  and  all  contemporary  roundeleers  ; 
but  for  good  reasons,  he  will  be  the  last  to 
publish  the  result.  The  Cigarette  walked 
burthened  with  a  volume  of  Miehelet.  And 
both  these  books,  it  will  be  seen,  played  a 
part  in  the  subsequent  adventure. 

The  .Iretliusa  was  unwisely  dressed.  He 
is  no  precisian  in  attire  ;  but  by  all  accounts, 
he  was  never  so  ill-inspired  as  on  that  tramp ; 
having  set  forth  indeed,  upon  a  moment's 
notice,  from  the  most  unfashionable  spot  in 
Europe,  Barbizon.  On  his  head  he  wore  a 
smoking-cup  of  Indian  work,  the  gold  lace 
pitifully  frayed  and  tarnished.  A  flannel 
shirt  of  an  agreeable  dark  hue,  whiLli  the 
satirical  called  black;  a  light  tweed  coat 
made  by  a  good  English  tailor ;  ready-made 
cheap  linen  trousers  and  leathern  gaiters 
completed  his  array.  In  person,  he  is  ex- 
ceptionally lean  ;  and  his  face  is  not,  like 
those  of  happier  mortals,  a  certificate.  P'or 
years  he  could  not  pass  a  frontier  or  visit  a 
bank  without  suspicion;  the  police  every- 
where, but  in  his  native  city,  looked  askance 

upon  him ;  and  (though  I  am  sure  it  will 
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not  be  credited)  he  is  actually  denied  ad- 
mittance to  the  casino  of  Monte  Carlo.     If 
you  will   imagine  him,  dressed  as  above, 
stooping  under  his  knapsack,  walking  nearly 
five  miles  an  hour  with  the  folds  of  the  ready- 
made  trousers  fluttering  about  his  spindle 
shanks,  and  still  looking  eagerly  round  him 
as  if  in  terror  of  pursuit— the  figure,  when 
realised,    is    far    from    reassuring.      When 
Villon    journeyed    (perhaps    by    the    same 
pleasant  valley)  to  his  exile  at  lloussillon, 
I  wonder  if  he  had  not  something  of  the 
same  appearance.     Sometliing  of  the  same 
preoccupation  he  liad  beyond  a  doubt,  for 
he  too   must  have  tinkered   verses  as  he 
walked,  with  more  success  than  his  successor. 
And  if  he  had  anything  like  the  same  in- 
spiring weather,  tlie  same  nights  of  uproar, 
men  in  armour  roUing  and  resounding  down 
the  stairs  of  heaven,  the  rain  hissing  on  the 
village   streets,   the  wild   bull's-eye   of  the 
storm  flashing  all  night  long  into  the  bare 
inn-chamber— the  same  sweet  return  of  day, 
the  same  unfathomable  blue  of  noon,  the 
same  high-colourcd,halcyon  eves  -and  above 
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all,  if  he  had  anything  like  as  good  a  comrade, 
anything  like  as  keen  a  relish  for  what  he 
saw,  and  what  he  ate,  and  the  rivers  that  he 
bathed  in,  and  the  rubbish  that  he  wrote, 
I  would  exchange  estates  to-day  with  the 
poor  exile,  and  count  myself  a  gainer. 

But  there  was  another  point  of  similarity 
between  the  two  journeys,  for  which  the 
yhrt/mm  was  to  pay  dear :  both  were  gone 
upon  in   days  of  incomplete  security.     It 
was  not  long  after  the  Franco-Prussian  war. 
Swiftly  as  men  forget,  that  countryside  was 
still  alive  with  tides  of  uhlans,  and  outlying 
sentries,  and  hairbreadth  'scapes  from  the 
ignominious  cord,  and  pleasant  momentary 
friendships   between   invader  and  invaded. 
A  year,  at  the  most  two  years  later,  you 
might  have  tramped  all  that  country  over 
and  not  heard  one  anecdote.     And  a  year 
or  two  later,  you  would— if  you  were  a  rather 
ill-looking  young  man  in  nondescript  array 
— have  gone  your  rounds  in  greater  safety ; 
for  along  witli  more  interesting  matter,  the 
Prussian  spy  would  have  somewhat  faded 
from  men's  in)aginations. 
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For  all  that,  our  voyager  had  got  beyond 
Chateau  Renard  before  he  was  conscious  of 
arousinji  wonder.     On  the  road  between 
that  place  and  Chatillon-sur-  i  .oing,  however, 
he  encountered  a  rural  postman ;  they  fell 
together  in  talk,  and  spoke  of  a  variety  of 
subjects;    but    through    one   and    all,   the 
postman  was  still  vi'^^'bly  preoccupied,  and 
his  eyes  were  faithful  to  the  Arcthiisas 
knapsack.     At  last,  with  mysterious  roguish- 
ness,  he  inquired  what  it  contained,  and  on 
being  answered,  shook  his  head  with  kindly 
incredulity.     "  \un"  said   he,  "  non,   vous 
avez    dcs   portraits"      And    then  with    a 
languishing  appeal,  "  f^oyous,  show  me  the 
portraits  !  "     It  was  some  little  while  before 
the   Arethusa,   with   a  shout  of  laughter, 
recognised  his  drift.     Hy  portraits  he  meant 
indecent  photographs  ;  and  in  the  Arethusa, 
an  austere  and  rising  author,  he  thought  to 
have  identified  a  pornographic  colporteur. 
When  countryfolk  in  France  have  made  up 
their  minds  as  to  a  person's  calling,  argument 
is  fruitless.     Along  all  the  rest  of  the  way, 
the  postman  piped  and  fluted  meltingly  to 
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get  a  sight  of  the  collection  ;  now  he  would 
upbraid,  now  he  would  reason — "  roi/oiis,  I 
will  tell  nobody  "  ;  then  he  tried  corruption, 
and  insisted  on  paying  for  a  glass  of  wine  ; 
and,  at  last,  when  their  ways  separated — 
"  Nofi,"  said  he,  "  re  n'cst  pas  hien  dc  voire 
part.  O  71071,  ec  7ieHt  pas  /v/xvi."  And  shak- 
ing his  head  with  quite  a  sentimental  sense 
of  injury,  he  departed  unrefreshed. 

On  certain  little  difficulties  encountered 
by  the  yiretfiimi  at  Chatillon-sur-Loing,  I 
have  not  space  to  dwell ;  another  Cluitillon, 
of  grislier  memory,  looms  too  near  at  hand. 
Hut  the  next  day,  in  a  certain  hamlet  called 
La  Jussiere,  he  stopped  to  drink  a  glass  of 
syrup  in  a  very  poor,  bare  drinking  shop. 
The  hostess,  a  comely  woman,  suckling  a 
child,  exan;ined  the  traveller  with  kindly 
and  pitying  tyes.  "You  are  not  of  this 
department?"  she  asked.  The  Ai-etlumi 
told  her  he  was  English.  "  Ah  ! "  she  said, 
surprised.  "  We  have  no  English.  We 
have  many  Italians,  however,  and  they  do 
very  w-11 ;  they  do  not  complain  of  the 

people  oi" hereabouts.     An  Englishm m  may 
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do  very  well  also ;  it  will  be  something  new." 
Here  was  a  dark  saying,  over  which  the 
Arcthnsd  pondered  as  he  drank  his  grenadine; 
but  when  he  rose  and  asked  what  was  to 
pay,  the  light  came  upon  hi'  in  a  Hash. 
"  O,  pour  vni/.s\''  replied  tl'  Jidlady,  "  a 
halfpenny  ! "  Pom-  vous  f  xjy  heaven,  she 
took  him  for  a  beggar !  He  paid  his  half- 
penny, feeling  that  it  were  ungracious  to 
correct  her.  IJut  when  he  was  forth  again 
upon  the  road,  he  became  vexed  in  spirit. 
The  conscience  is  no  gentleman,  he  is  a 
rabbinical  fellow ;  and  his  conscience  told 
him  he  had  stolen  the  syrup. 

That  night  the  travellers  slept  in  Gien; 
the  next  day  they  passed  the  river  and  set 
forth  (severally,  as  their  custom  was)  on  a 
short  stage  through  the  green  plain  upon 
the  lierry  side,  to  Chatillon-sur-Loire.  It 
was  the  first  day  of  the  shooting ;  and  the 
air  rang  with  the  report  of  firearms  and  the 
admiring  cries  of  sportsmen.  Overhead  the 
birds  were  in  consternation,  wheeling  in 
clouds,   settling  and  re-arising.     And  yet 

with  all  this  bustle  on  either  hand,  the  road 
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itself  lay  solitary.  The  Arctlmsn  smoked 
a  pipe  beside  a  milestone,  and  I  remember 
he  laid  down  very  exactly  all  he  was  to  do 
at  CluUillon :  how  he  was  to  enjoy  a  cold 
plunge,  to  change  his  shirt,  and  to  await 
the  Cif^arcttcs  arrival,  in  sublime  inaction, 
by  the  margin  of  the  Loire.  Fired  by 
these  ideas,  he  pushed  the  more  rapidly 
forward,  and  came,  early  in  the  afternoon 
and  in  a  breathing  heat,  to  the  entering-in 
of  that  ill-fated  town.  Childe  Roland  to 
the  dark  tower  came. 

A  polite  gendarme  threw  his  shadow  on 
the  path. 

"  Monfdeur  est  voyngcur  ?  "  he  asked. 

And  the  Arctkum,  strong  in  his  innocence, 
fp-  ^*fi  1  of  his  vile  attire,  replied — I  had 
£.  lid   with   gaiety:    *'So   it    would 

api     " 

'  11  is  papers  are  in  order  ? "  said  the 
gendarme.  And  when  the  Arcthusa,  with 
a  slight  change  of  voice,  admitted  he  had 
none,  he  was  informed  (politely  enough) 
that  he  must  appear  before  the  Com- 
missary. 
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The  Commissary  sat  at  a  table  in  his  bed- 
room, stripped  to  the  shirt  and  trousers, 
but  still  copiously  perspiring ;  and  when  he 
turned  upon  the  prisoner  a  large  meaning- 
less countenance,  that  was  (like  Bardolph's) 
"all  whelks  and  bubuckles,"  the  dullest 
might  have  been  prepared  for  grief.  Here 
was  a  stupid  man,  sleepy  with  the  heat  and 
fretful  at  the  interruption,  whom  neither 
appeal  nor  argument  could  reach. 

The  Commissary.     You  have  no  papers  ? 

The  Arethusa.    Not  here. 

The  Commissary.     Why  ? 

The  Arethusa.  I  have  left  them  behind 
in  my  valise. 

The  Commissary.  You  know,  however, 
that  it  is  forbidden  to  circulate  without 
papers  ? 

The  Arethusa.  Pardon  me:  I  am 
convinced  of  the  contrary.  I  am  here  on 
my  rights  as  an  English  subject  by  inter- 
national treaty. 

The  Commissary  {with  scorv).     You  call 

yourself  an  Englishman  ? 

The  Arethusa.     I  do. 
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Tfie  Commissauy.  Humpli. — What  is 
your  trade  ? 

The  AuETiirsA.  I  mn  a  Scotch  ad- 
vocate. 

The  Commissauy  (xvit/t  ningnlar  annoy- 
a.icc).  A  Scotch  advocate  !  Do  you  then 
pretend  to  support  yourself  hy  that  in  this 
department  ? 

Tlie  Arcthnm  modestly  disclaimed  the 
pretension.  The  Commissary  had  scored 
a  point. 

The  Commissary.  Why,  then,  do  you 
travel? 

The  AiiETiiiTsA.     I  travel  tor  pleasure. 

The  Commissary  {pointing  to  the  knap- 
sack, and  with  sublime  incredulity).  Avec 
{(i  ?  f^oyez-voiis,  Jc  suis  un  liomme  intelli- 
gent !  ( ^ Vith  that  ?  Look  here,  I  am  a 
person  of  intelligence !) 

The  culprit  remaining  silent  under  this 

home  thrust,  the  Commissary  relished  his 

triump  for  a  while,  and  then  demanded 

(like  the  postman,  but  with  what  different 

expectations!)  to  see  the  contents  of  the 

knapsack.      And   ^ere  the   Ai-ethusa,   not 
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yet  siiflicienfly  Jiwake  to  his  position,  fell 
into  a  grave  mistjikc.  There  was  little 
or  no  furniture  in  the  room  except  the 
Conunissary's  chair  and  table ;  and  to 
facilitate  matters,  the  Arctlinsd  (with  all 
the  innocence  on  earth)  leant  the  knap- 
sack on  a  corner  of  the  bed.  The  Com- 
missary fairly  bounded  from  his  seat;  his 
face  and  neck  flushed  past  purple,  almost 
into  blue ;  and  he  screamed  to  lay  the  dese- 
crating object  on  the  floor. 

The  knapsack  proved  to  contain  a  change 
of  shirts,  of  shoes,  of  socks,  and  of  linen 
trousers,  a  small  dressirg-easc,  a  piece  of 
soap  in  one  of  the  shoes,  two  volumes  of 
the  Collcdion  Jannct  lettered  Poesies  dc 
Charles  dOrh'am,  a  map,  and  a  version 
book  containing  divers  notes  in  prose  and 
the  remarkable  English  roundels  of  the 
voyager,  still  to  this  day  unpublished :  the 
Commissary  of  Chatillon  is  the  only  living 
man  who  has  clapped  an  eye  on  these 
artistic  trifles.  He  turned  the  assortment 
over  with  a  contumelious  finger ;  it  was 
plain  from  his  daintiness  that  he  regarded 
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the  .Ircf/msi  and  all  his  belongings  as  the 
very  temple  of  infection.  Still  there  was 
nothing  sjispicious  about  the  map,  nothing 
really  criniinpl  except  the  roundels ;  as  for 
Charles  of  Orleans,  to  the  ignorant  mind  of 
the  prisoner,  he  ecmed  as  good  as  a  certifi- 
eate;  and  it  was  supposed  the  farce  was 
nearly  over. 

The  inquisitor  resumed  his  seat. 

Thk  Commissary  ((ij'fcr  a  pause).  EU 
bien,  je  vais  voits  dire  cc  que  voits  ctes. 
Vous  cteti  (illcmnnd  et  voiis  lencz  cliautcr  a 
la fohe.  (\Vell,  then,  I  will  tell  you  what 
you  are.  You  are  a  German  and  have 
come  to  sing  at  the  fair.) 

The  AiiETiiusA.  Would  you  like  to 
hear  me  sing  i  I  believe  I  could  convince 
you  of  the  contrary. 

The  Commissary.  P(ls  de  plaisan*>iti\ 
monsieur  / 

The  Arethi'sa.     Well,  sir,  oblige  me 

at  least   by  looking   at  this   book.     Here, 

I  open  it  with  my  eyes  shut.     Read  one 

of  these    songs — read    this  one — and  tell 

me,  you   who  are    a  man  of  intelligence, 
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if  it  would  be  possible  to  sing  it  at  a 
fair  ? 

The  CoAfMissARv  [criticalhj).  Mais  out. 
Trcs  bicn. 

The  AiiETiirsA.  Comment,  monsieur! 
^Vhat !  But  do  you  not  observe  it  is  an- 
tique. It  is  difficult  to  understand,  even 
for  you  and  me ;  but  for  the  audience  at  a 
fair,  it  would  be  meaningless. 

The  Commissary  {taldng  a  pen).  Enfm, 
il  faut  enjinir.     What  is  your  name  ? 

The  Arethusa  {spcaJdnfy  with  the 
swaJloivin^  vivacitij  of  the  English).  Robert- 
Louis-Stev'ns'n. 

The  Commissary  (aghast).     He!  Quoi? 

The  Arethi'sa  [peix'civing  andimproving 
his  advantage).     Rob'rt-I^ou's-Stev'ns'n. 

The  Commissary  [after  several  eonflicts 
xi.it h  his  pen).  Eh  bien,  il  faut  se  passer  du 
nom.  Qi  lie  scerit pas.  (VV^ell,  we  must  do 
without  the  name:  it  is  unspellable.) 

The  above  is  a  rough  summary  of  this 
momentous  conversation,  in  which  I  have 
been  chiefly  careful  to  preserve  the  plums  of 
the  Commissary  ;  but  the  remainder  of  the 
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scene,  perhaps  because  of  his  rising  anger,  has 
left  but  little  definite  in  the  memory  of  the 
Arcthusa.  The  Commissary  was  not,  I  think, 
a  practised  literary  man  ;  no  sooner,  at  least, 
had  he  taken  pen  in  hand  and  embarked 
on  the  composition  of  the  proccs-verbal, 
than  he  became  distinctly  more  uncivil, 
and  began  to  show  n  predilection  for  that 
simplest  of  all  forms  of  repartee  :  "  You  lie ! " 
Several  times  the  Anifumi  let  it  pass,  and 
then  suddenly  flared  up,  refused  to  accept 
more  insults  or  to  answer  further  questions, 
defied  the  Commissary  to  do  his  worst,  and 
promised  him,  if  he  did,  that  he  should 
bitterly  repent  it.  Perhaps  if  he  had  worn 
this  proud  front  from  the  first,  instead  of 
begiimiiig  with  a  sense  of  entertainment  and 
then  going  on  to  argue,  the  thing  might 
have  turned  ocherwise;  for  even  at  this 
eleventh  hour  the  Commissary  was  visibly 
staggered.  But  it  was  too  late;  he  had 
been  challenged ;  the  procis-vcrhal  was 
begun  ;  and  he  again  squared  his  elbows  over 
his  writing,  and  the  Arcthusa  was  led  forth 
a  prisoner. 
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A  step  or  two  down  the  hot  road  stood 
the  gendarmerie.  Thither  was  our  unfortu- 
nate conducted,  and  there  he  was  bidden  to 
empty  forth  the  contents  of  his  pockets. 
A  handkerchief,  a  pen,  a  pencil,  a  pipe 
and  tobacco,  matches,  and  some  ten  francs 
of  change:  that  was  all.  Not  a  file, 
not  a  cipher,  not  a  scrap  of  writing 
whether  to  identify  or  to  condemn.  The 
very  gendarme  was  appalled  before  such 
destitution. 

"  I  regret,"  he  said,  "  that  I  arrested  you, 
for  I  see  that  you  are  no  voi/uu."  And  he 
promised  him  every  indulgence. 

The  Ardliufia,  thus  encouraged,  asked  for 
his  pipe.  That  he  was  told  was  impossible, 
but  if  he  chewed,  he  might  have  some 
tobacco.  He  did  not  cliew,  however,  and 
asked  instead  to  have  his  handkerchief 

•'  A7y/<,"  said  the  gendarme.  "  Nous  avonn 
cu  dcH  hixtoircs  dc  li^cus  qui  se  sont  pendus." 
(\o,  we  have  had  histories  of  people  who 
hanged  themselves.) 

"  \Viiat,"  cried  the  Anlhusa.  "And  is 
it  for  that  you  refuse  me  my  handkerchief? 
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But  see  how  much  more  easily  I  could  hang 
myself  in  my  trousers ! " 

The  man  was  struck  by  the  novelty  of  the 
idea  ;  but  he  stuck  to  his  colours,  and  only 
continued  to  repeat  vague  offers  of  service. 

"  At  least,"  said  the  Ardlmsa,  "  be  sure 
that  you  arrest  my  comrade ;  he  will  follow 
me  ere  long  on  the  same  road,  and  you  can 
tell  him  by  the  sack  upon  his  shoulders." 

This  promised,  the  prisoner  Avas  led  round 
into  the  back  court  of  the  building,  a  cellar 
door  was  opened,  he  was  motioned  down  the 
stair,  and  bolts  grated  and  chains  clanged 
behind  his  descending  person. 

The  philosophic  and  still  more  the  imagi- 
native mind  is  apt  to  suppose  itself  prepared 
for  any  mortal  accident.  IVison,  among 
other  ills,  was  one  that  had  been  often  faced 
by  the  undaunted  ^Irdhusa.  Even  as  he 
went  down  the  stairs,  he  was  telling  himself 
that  here  was  a  famous  occasion  for  a  roundel, 
and  that  like  the  committed  linnets  of  the 
tuneful  cavalier,  he  too  would  make  his 
prison  musical.  1  will  tell  the  truth  at  once  : 
the  roundel  was  never  written,  or  it  should 
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be  printed  in  this  place,  to  raise  a  smile. 

Two  reasons  interfered  :  the  first  moral,  the 

second  physical. 

It  is  one  of  the  curiosities  of  human  nature, 

that  although   all  men  are  liars,  they  can 

none  of  them  bear  t("  be  told  so  of  themselves. 

To  get  and  take  the  lie  with  equanimity 

is  a   stretch    beyond   the    stoic ;    and   the 

^Ircthusa,  who  had  been  surfeited  upon  that 

insult,  was  blazing  inwardly  with  a  white 

heat  of  smothered  wrath.     But  the  physical 

had  also  its  part.     The  cellar  in  which  he 

was  confined  was  some  feet  imderground,  and 

it  was  only  lig^  ted  by  an  unglazed,  narrow 

aperture  high  up  in  the  wall  and  smothered 

in  the  leaves  of  a  green  vine.     The  walls 

were  of  naked  masonry,  the  Hoor  of  bare 

earth  ;  by  way  of  furniture   there  was  an 

earthenware  basin,  a  water-jug,  and  a  wooden 

bedstead  with  a  blue-gray  cloak  for  bedding. 

To  be  taken  from  the  hot  air  of  a  summer's 

afternoon,  the  reverberation  of  the  road  and 

the  stir  of  rapid  exercise,  and  plunged  into 

the  gloom  and  damp  of  this  receptacle  for 

vagabonds,  struck  an  instant  chill  upon  the 
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Arethusas  blood.     Now  see  in  how  small  a 
matter  a  hardship  may  consist :  the  floor 
was  exceedingly  uneven  underfoot,  with  the 
very  spade-marks,  I  suppo  e,  of  the  labourers 
who  dug  the  foundations  of  the  barrack ;  and 
what  with  the  poor  twilight  and  the  iixegular 
surface,  walking  was  impossible.     The  caged 
author  resisted  for  a  gool  while;  but  the 
chill  of  the  place  struck  deeper  and  deeper ; 
and  at  length,  with  such  reluctance  as  you 
may  fancy,  he  was  driven  to  climb  upon  the 
bed  and  v/rap  himself  in  the  public  covering. 
There,  then,  he  lay  upon  the  verge  of  shiver- 
ing, plunged  in  serai-darkness,  vound  in  a 
garment  whose  touch  he  dreaded  like  the 
plague,  and  (in  a  spirit  far  removed  from 
resignation)  telling  the  roll  of  the  insults  he 
had  just  received.     These  are  not  circum- 
stances favourable  to  the  muse. 

Meantime  (to  look  at  the  upper  surface 
where  the  sun  was  still  shining  and  the  guns 
of  sportsmen  were  still  noisy  through  the 
tufted  plain)  the  Cigarette  was  drawing  near 
at  his  more  philosophic  pace.  In  those  days 
of  hberty  and  licdth  he  was  the  constant 
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partner  of  the  Arctlinsa,  and  had  ample 
opportunity  to  share  in  that  gentleman's 
disfavour  with  the  police.  Many  a  bitter 
bowl  had  he  partaken  of  with  that  disastrous 
comrade.  He  was  himself  a  man  born  to 
float  easily  through  life,  his  face  and  manner 
artfully  recommending  him  to  all.  There 
was  but  one  suspicious  circumstimce  he  could 
not  carry  off,  and  that  was  his  companion. 
He  will  not  readily  forget  the  CJommissary 
in  what  is  ironically  called  the  free  town  of 
Frankfort-on-the-Main ;  nor  the  Franco- 
Belgian  frontier ;  nor  the  ?nn  at  La  Fere ; 
last,  but  not  least,  he  is  pretty  certain  to 
remember  Chatillon-sur-Loire. 

At  the  town  entry,  the  gendarme  culled 
him  like  a  wayside  flower ;  and  a  moment 
later,  two  persons,  in  a  high  state  of  surprise, 
were  confronted  in  the  Conunissary's  office. 
Tor  if  the  Cigarette  was  surprised  to  be 
arrester",  the  Commissary  was  no  less  taken 
aback  by  the  appearance  and  appointments 
of  his  captive.  Here  was  a  man  about  whom 
there  could  be  no  mistake:  a  man  of  an 
unquestionable  and  unassailable  maimer,  in 
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apple-pie  order,  dressed  not  with  nesitness 
merely  but  elegance,  rridy  with  his  passport, 
jit  Ji  word,  and  well  supplied  with  money : 
a  man  the  Commissary  would  have  doffed 
his  hat  to  on  chance  upon  the  highway ;  and 
this  beau  cavalier  unblushingly  claimed  the 
A  ret  hum  for  his  comrade!  The  conclusion 
of  the  interview  was  foregone;  of  its  humours, 
I  remember  only  one.  "  Baronet  ? "  de- 
manded the  magistrate,  glancing  up  from  the 
passport.  "  Alors,  mrfusieur,  vous  rten  Ic  fils 
dun  haron  ?'"  And  when  the  C'n:;arette  (his 
one  mistake  throughout  the  interview)  denied 
the  soft  impeachment,  ''Alois,"  from  the 
Commissary,  "  ec  uest  pas  votre  passeport !"' 
Hut  these  were  inett'ectual  thunders .  he 
never  dreamed  of  laying  hands  upon  the 
Cigarette ;  presently  he  fell  into  a  mood  of 
unrestrained  admiration,  gloating  over  the 
contents  of  the  knapsack,  commending  our 
friend's  tailor.  Ah,  what  an  honoured  guest 
was  the  Commissary  entertaining !  what 
suitable  clothes  he  wore  for  the  warm 
weather !    what   beautiful   maps,    what   an 

attractive  work  of  history  he  carried  in  his 
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knapsack !  You  are  to  understand  there 
was  now  but  one  point  of  difference  between 
them :  what  was  to  be  done  with  tlie 
Arclhusa?  the  Ci^duitc  demanding  his  re- 
lease, the  Commissary  still  claiming  him  as 
the  dungeon's  own.  Now  it  chanced  that 
the  Ciffurcfti'  had  passed  some  years  of  his 
life  in  Egypt,  where  he  had  made  acquaint- 
ance with  two  very  bad  things,  cholera 
morbus  and  pashas ;  and  in  the  eye  of  the 
Commissary,  as  he  fingered  the  volume  of 
Michelet,  it  seemed  to  our  traveller  there 
was  something  Turkish.  I  pass  over  this 
lightly ;  it  is  highly  possible  there  was  some 
misunderstanding,  highly  possible  that  the 
Commissary  (charmed  with  his  visitor)  sup- 
posed the  attraction  to  be  nuitual  and  took 
for  an  act  of  growing  friendship  what  the 
Cigitretic  h;..iself  regarded  us  a  bribe.  And 
at  any  rate,  was  there  ever  a  bribe  more 
singular  than  an  odd  volume  of  Michelet's 
history?  The  work  was  promised  him  for 
the  morrow,  before  our  departure ;  and  pre- 
sently after,  either  because  he  had  his  price, 
or  to  show  that  he  was  not  the  man  to  be 
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l)ehind  in  friendly  offices — "  Kli  hien"  he  said, 
"je  supposr  qiiil  fdut  laclicr  voire  cumauuh:'' 
And  he  tore  up  that  feast  of  humour,  the 
untinislied  prnccs-vcrbal.  A h,  if  lie  had  only 
torn  up  instead  the  Arctlnmis  roundels! 
There  were  many  works  burnt  at  iMexandria, 
there  are  many  treasured  in  the  British 
Museum,  that  I  could  better  spare  than  the 
proirs-vcrhtil  of  Chatillon.  Poor  l)ubuckled 
Commissary !  I  begin  to  be  sorry  that  he 
never  had  his  Michelct:  perceiving  in  him 
fine  human  traits,  a  broad-based  stupidity, 
a  gusto  in  his  magisterial  functions,  a  taste 
for  letters,  a  ready  admir^ition  for  the  admir- 
able. And  if  lie  did  not  admire  the  Ardliiisa, 
he  was  not  alone  in  that. 

To  the  imprisoned  one,  shivering  under 
the  public  covering,  there  came  suddenly  a 
noise  of  bolts  and  chains.  He  sprang  to 
his  feet,  ready  to  welcome  a  companion  in 
calamity ;  and  instead  of  that,  the  door  was 
flung  wide,  the  friendly  gendarme  appeared 
al)Ove  in  the  strong  daylight,  and  with  a  mag- 
nificent gesture  (being  probably  a  student 

of  the  drama) — "  J''om  lies  libre  !  "  he  said. 
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None  too  soon  for  the  Arrtlnisa.  1  doubt 
if  he  had  been  hiilf-an-hour  imprisoned  ;  but 
by  the  wateh  in  a  man's  brain  (which  was  the 
only  watch  he  carried)  he  should  have  been 
eight  times  longer;  and  he  passed  forth 
with  ecstasy  up  the  cellar  stairs  into  the 
healing  warmth  of  the  afternoon  sun  ;  and 
the  breath  of  the  earth  came  as  sweet  as  a 
cow's  into  his  nostril ;  and  he  heard  again 
(and  could  have  laughed  for  pleasure)  the 
concord  of  delicate  noises  that  we  call  the 
hum  of  life. 

^\nd  here  it  might  be  thought  that  my 
history  ended  ;  l)ut  not  so,  this  was  an  .act- 
drop  and  not  the  curtain.  Upon  what 
followed  in  front  of  the  barrack,  since  there 
was  a  lady  in  the  case.  I  scruple  to  expatiate. 
1  he  wife  of  the  Mai"  hal-dcs-logis  was  a 
handsome  woir.an,  and  yet  the  Anihvsn 
was  not  sorry  to  be  gone  from  her  society. 
Something  of  lier  iinage,  cool  as  a  peach 
on  that  hot  afternoon,  still  lingers  in  his 
memory :  yet  more  of  her  conversation. 
"  You  have  there  a  very  tine  parlour,"  said 

the  poor  gentleman. — "  Ah,"  said  Madame 
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la  Marcehale  (des-logis),  '*  you  are  very  well 
acquainted  with  such  parlours  ! "  And  you 
should  have  seen  with  what  a  hard  and 
scornful  eye  she  measured  the  vagabond 
before  her !  I  do  not  think  he  ever  hated 
the  Commissary ;  but  before  that  inter- 
view was  at  an  end,  he  hated  Madame  la 
Marcchale.  His  passion  (as  I  am  led  to 
understand  by  one  who  was  present)  stood 
confessed  in  a  burning  eye,  a  pale  cheek, 
and  a  trembling  utterance  ;  Madame  mean- 
while tasting  the  joys  of  the  matador, 
goading  him  with  barbed  words  and  staring 
him  coldly  down. 

It  was  certainly  good  to  be  away  from 
this  lady,  and  better  still  to  sit  down  to  an 
excellent  dinner  in  the  inn.  Here,  too,  the 
despised  travellers  scraped  acquaintance  with 
their  next  neighbour,  a  gentleman  of  these 
parts,  returned  from  the  day's  sport,  who 
had  the  good  taste  to  find  pleasure  in  their 
society.  The  dinner  at  an  end,  the  gentle- 
man proposed  the  acquaintance  should  be 
ripened  in  the  c:ife. 

The  cafe   was  crowded  with  sportsmen 
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conclainantly  explaining  to  each  other  and 
the  world  the  smallness  of  their  bags.  About 
the  centre  of  the  room,  the  Cii^nrette  and 
the  Arcf/iiisa  sat  with  their  new  acquaint- 
ance; a  trio  very  well  pleased,  for  the 
travellers  (after  their  late  experience)  were 
greedy  of  consideration,  and  their  sportsman 
rejoiced  in  a  pair  of  patient  listeners.  Sud- 
denly the  glass  door  flew  open  with  a  crash  ; 
the  Marechal-des-logis  appeared  in  the  inter- 
val, gorgeously  belted  and  befrogged,  entered 
without  salutation,  strode  up  the  room  with 
a  clang  of  spurs  and  weapons,  and  dis- 
appeared through  a  door  at  the  far  end. 
Close  at  his  heels  followed  the  ^Ircthusas 
gendarme  of  the  afternoon,  imitating,  with 
a  nice  shade  of  difTerence,  the  imperial 
bouring  of  his  chief;  only,  as  he  passed,  he 
struck  lightly  with  his  open  hand  on  the 
shoulder  of  his  late  captive,  and  with  that 
ringing,  dramatic  utterance  of  which  he  had 
the  secret — "  Suivez  !  "  said  he. 

The  arrest  of  the  members,  the  oath  of 
the  Termis  Court,  the  signing  of  the  de- 
claration of  hidependeiice,  Mark  ^Vutony's 
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oration,  all  the  brave  scenes  of  history,  I 
conceive  as  having;  been  not  unlike  that 
evening  in  the  cafe  at  ChAtillon.  Terror 
breathed  upon  the  assembly.  A  moment 
later,  when  the  Arethusu  had  followed  his 
recaptors  into  the  fiuther  part  of  the  house, 
Ihe  Ct/i,wctU'  fouml  himself  alone  with  his 
coffee  in  a  ring  of  empty  chairs  and  tables, 
all  the  lusty  sportsmen  huddled  into  corners, 
all  their  clamorous  voices  hushed  in  whisper- 
ing, all  their  eyes  shooting  at  him  furtively 
as  at  a  leper. 

And  the  Arcthum .'  ^Vell,  he  had  a  long, 
sometimes  a  trying,  interview  in  the  back 
kitchen.  The  Marechal-dts-logis,  who  was 
a  very  handsome  man,  and  I  believe  both 
intelligent  and  honest,  had  no  clear  opinion 
on  the  case.  lie  tliought  the  Conunissary 
had  done  wrong,  but  he  did  not  wish  to  get 
his  suboidinates  into  trouble ;  and  he  pro- 
posed tliis,  that,  and  the  other,  to  all  of 
which  the  Arcthum  (with  a  growing  sense 
of  his  position)  denunred. 

"  In  short,"  suggested  the  ^Irdltusa,  "  you 
want   to   wash  your  hands  of  further  re- 
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sponsibility  ?  Well,  then,  let  me  go  to 
Paris." 

The  Mareehal-des-logis  locked  at  his 
watch. 

"  You  may  leave,"  said  he,  "  by  the  ten 
o'clock  train  for  Paris." 

And  at  noon  the  next  day  the  travellers 
were  telling  their  misadventure  in  the  dining- 
room  at  S  iron's. 
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